■  he  bi^^est  little   antidote 
for  over-work  since  the  invention  of  Tom  Thumb 
olf     .     .     ,     cigarettes  that  really  SATISFY! 


-?t-^^ 


"l.'Wv 


MILDER  .  .  AND   ^BETTER  TASTE 


1930,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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THE 
NORTHWESTERN   STUDENT 

CO-OP 

ASSOCIATION,  INC. 


Featuring 

SAGER  PENS 

"Combinette"  Pen  and  Pencil 
Sackless  —  Leakproof —  Visible  Ink  Supply 


RENT    YOUR    FAVORITE 
TYPEWRITER 


MONTHS 


;^50 


Any  Standard  Make 
REMINGTON  PORTABLE 


MONTHS 


;^5o 


A  MEMBERSHIP 

in  the 

CO-OP 

Entitles  You  to  a  Dividend  on  All  Purchases 

Made  at  the  Co-op  and  Affiliated  DEALERS 

(Clip  this  dealer  list  for  your  convenience) 


"The  Hub" 

Henry  C.   Lytton    6C   Sons 

"Edgar  A.  Stevens'* 

Gre.   5300 

"Cooley's    Cupboards" 

< 3  Stores) 

"Alan    Goodrich"    Gift    Shop 
Gre.   0816 

"De    Met's"    Candy 
Gre.  2600 

"Lee   Nelson"   Jeweler 
Uni.  0461 

"Sechler's"  Shoes 
(Florsheim    Shoes) 

"Riviera    Cleaners" 

Gre.    7500 

Rog.   Pk.   3800                 Wil.   727 

Winn.    727 

Gre.   3881 

"Eichling's"    Flowers 
Gre.  0920 

You  Save  Money  When  You  Buy  at  the 


CO-OP 


in  the  Orrington  Hotel  Bldg. 
1726  Orrington  Ave.  Gre.  2600 


// 


Collesiate 


// 


// 


NATURAL  ALASKA 
SEAL  SKIN 

FOR  THE 

OUTDOOR  MAN 

VALUED  AT  $250.00 

A  pair  of  driving  gloves  free  with  every 
coat  purchased  from  us 

PRICE  TO  STUDENTS  (3  Yr.  Guarantee) 


// 


ISO! 


SINNYSIDE  74a 


(fif:> 


c 


PAY'S 


fUP 


sn 


CPPE 


^^^^^^  4450  NO. ASHLAND  AVE. 

'^^2E«M!1^^^^  CHICAGO 

In  Ravenswood  Aoartment  Hotel 


ONE 
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THE   ARK   STLDIOS 

TOP    OF    THE    TO\VX 

Presenting  under  exotMisive 
m  an  agent  en  t 

KIRK'.S  KAMPrS  KLOVl  AS 

THE  ROYAL  Pl'KPLES 
MfKIXXIE'S  COLD  lOAST 

ORCHESTRA 
LOL  REARDSLEE  AXD  HIS 

PIED  PIPERS 

THE  FOI'R  HIXCRY  TIIEFS 

THE    <  <>LLE<j;iATE    SERE.XADERS 

and  other  or ch  e str a s 
snit a b  1  e  and  available 
tor    all    social    fnnctions 


Wf  <»ff«'r  ilio  nomost  and  iiio^l  novo3 

onicrlainint'iil  fcaturoN  l«>  add  ili«' 

final  n4»ai'  to  lli<^  f«»rroci  parly 


Our  social  secretary  offers 
an  unusual  service  in 
making  complete  arrange- 
ments jar  every  social  af- 
fair. Catering,  Flowers, 
Decorations,  Programs, 
Favors,  and  all  details 
carefully  and  correctly 
selected. 


S  T  L  l»  I  O  S     O  >     THE     ROOF 
OF     THE 

ORRIXGTOX  HOTEL 

T  E  I.  E  1>  II  <>  .>  E      r  >  I  V  E  II  ^»  I  T  Y      H7«M) 


c^  Complete  Service 
for  ^our  Gar 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt,  and  ex- 
perienced service  in  a  con- 
venient central  location. 


Oiling.  Greasing 

Storage,  Simonizing 

Washing,  Repairs 


? 


Shopping   and   Theater 

Periling: 

20c  first  hcur  and 

5c  each  additional  hour 


No  Additional  Charge  for  Delivering  Cars 

Service  Garage 

1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-^851 

Opposite   Varsity   Theater 


Attorney  (suspicious  of  integrity  of 
witness):  "Sir,  you  have  taken  a  solemn 
oath  to  tell  nothing  but  the  truth;  do  you 
know  the  meaning  of  the  term  'collu- 
sion".'^"" 

Witness:  "Soitinlv!  I  was  in  one 
once't  on  the  Illinois  Central." 


Mary:  "When  I  accepted  George,  he 
said  he  felt  as  if  he  were  in  the  seventh 
heaven!"' 

Alice:  "I  can  well  believe  it.  He"s 
been  engaged  si.x  times  already."" 

Southern  Cahfoinia  "W ampus." 


Joan:    "  ^^^1v   do    you    use    green   lip- 
stick.- 

Jane:    "'My  boy  friend  is  a  railroad  en- 
gineer." 

S.  C.  "]]'aiupus." 


Coed  (at  home  lecture):  "But,  Grand- 
mother, I  heard  that  in  your  day  girls 
'set  their  caps"  for  men." 

Grandmother:  "Vcs,  my  dear,  but  not 
their  knee  caps." 

5.  C.  "  Wiinipus." 


First  Frosh:    Wonder  what  tune  it  is. 

Second  hopeless:  It  cant  be  eight 
o'clock  yet,  because  Ini  due  at  the  house 
for  phone  duty  at  eight  o'clock  and  Im 
not  there. 

CortitU  "Widoif." 
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MARY  ANN'S  GRILL 

NEAR  FOUNTAIN  SQUARE 

El 

A  most  convenient  place  for 
you  to  meet  your  friends 
and  enjoy  real   good   food 
and  fountain  specialties. 

□ 

Arrangements  can  be  made 

for  afternoon  tea  and 

supper  parties. 

Our  Prices  Are  Most  Reasonable! 

1614  Orrington  Avenue 
1605  Sherman  Avenue 

The   Purple    Parrot,    published   by   the   Students   Publishing   Co.,    at   Evanston,    III. 

Copyright    1930.      Entered    at    Evanston,    II!.,    post   office    as    second    class   matter, 

November,   1924.     Twenty-five  cents  the  copy,  $1.75  the  year. 

After  five  years  a  Commerce  graduate 
finally  works  himself  up  in  the  firm  and 
becomes  a  partner  to  the  big  boss.  The 
latter  imparts  some  advice: 

"Well,   now  you're   my   partner,   so  I 
want  to  say  to  you,  for  God's  sake  don't 
let  anyone  do  to  you  what  I've  been  do- 
ing to  you  these  last  five  years." 
■*■ 

Titt:  "I  thought  you  said  she  was  a 
lady." 

Tatt:    "Yeh.    She  was!" 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Actress:   "Did  you  play  in  that  western 
picture.?  " 

Actor:      "Ah  me,  yes.     Just  a  miner 
role." 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Is  she  dumb.   Why  once  I  took  her  out 
and — 

She  went  out  with  you.""     That's  evi- 
dence enough. 

Southern  California  "Wampus." 

.♦ 

Salesman:    "And  remember,  in  case  of 
emergency,  put  on  the  brake." 

Lady:    "Oh!  I  thought  that  came  with 
the  car." 

Carnegie  Tech  "Puppet." 


In  Evanston   .   .  627  Davis  Street 


FROCKS 

A    NATIONAL    INSTITUTION 


"All  A" 

Fashions 


h5 

.xclusively 


Dance  or  dine  in  this  "dual  personality"  frock 
of  exquisite  lace.  Then  take  its  jacket  off  and 
presto  .   .   .  you  have  a  formal!     Sally's  $15. 

▲       ▲ 

The  perfect  outfit  for  campus  wear  and  for  the 
Big  Games  is  this.  Jaunty  jacket,  beret  and 
skirt  ...  ail  three  included  at  Sally's  ...  $1  5. 


V 


^ 


I       '\i\'v       \\    |t^''*'\ 

it     I 


In  Evanston   .  .  627  Davis  Street, 
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BUSINESS     DIRECTORY 

PURPLE    PARROT   ADVERTISERS 


BEAUTY  SHOPS: 

Louis  Beauty  Salon 31 

Marie  Lehn 4 

BOOKS: 

Chandler's 5 

N.  U.  Student  Co-op 1 

CAFETERIAS: 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop 32 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 4 

CIGAREnES: 

Camel Back  Cover 

Chesterfield Inside  Front  Cover 

DANCING: 

Nev^  College  Inn 27 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Lord's 31 

FLOWERS: 

Alexander,  Florist 30 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 2 

HOTEL: 

The  Georgian 31 

JEWELERS: 

Einar  A.  Lindahl 29 

Lee  Nelson 32 

Olsen  &  Ebann 5 

LET    **POLLy"    DO 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Gray's  Fur  Shoppe 1 

J.  Laskin  and  Sons 5 

MacFarland's 32 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Co 28 

ORCHESTRAS: 

The  Ark  Studios 2 

PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene's,  Inc 29 

PRINTER: 

Kappelman 30 

PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor 29 

Purple  Parrot 30 

Vanity  Fair Inside  Back  Cover 

RESTAURANT: 

Mary  Ann's  Grill 3 

SHOES: 

Kotz  Shoes 28 

WOMEN'S  CLOTHING: 

Sally  Frocks,  Inc 3 

YOUR    SHOPPING 


SHAMPOOING 
MARCELLING 
WATER  WAVE 
FINGER  WAVE 


MANICURING 

SCALP  MASSAGE 

HAIR  DYEING 

FACIALS 


Special  Rates  to  Students 

JHo;iie  LeliP 


PERMANENT  WAVING  —  HAIR  CUTTING 


University  8oo 
1710  Orrington  Ave. 


EVANSTON,  ILL. 


ESTABLISHED  1905 

AND 

''Still  the  best  place  to  eat^' 

WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Ave. 
OPEN  SUNDAYS 


FOUR 
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Qiaivdler's 


Fountain  Square 


Evanston 


Students'  Headquarters  since  1895 


Always  Complete 

Assortments 

of 

Modern  Library 

Everyman's  Library 

and  other  wanted  books 
in    inexpensive    editions 

First  Floor 


N.  U. 

before  you  swing  a  paddle 

PINS 

on  a  faithless  timepiece 

BUCKLES 

bring  it  to  us. 

FOBS 

and  other 
INSIGNIA 

Expert  watch  repairinj — new  crystals 
— quick  service — prices  that  will 
please  you. 

OPEN 

Diamonds,  watches,  jewelry,  gifts. 

A 

#%01seii 

CHARGE 

ACCOUNT 

^#Ebaim^ 

JEWELERS  &  OPTICIANS 

614  DAVIS  ST. 

The  Campus  Jewelry  Store 

Even  a  touchdown 
leaves  him  cold 
. .  he  lack§  a 

MukJmtamb 

CO  21 L  . .  .The  All- American 
dresser  requires  the  warmth 
and  comfort  of  this  genuine 
fur  coat  .  .  .  it's  of  finest 
sheared  lambskin . . .  which 
men  in  the  know  are  buy- 
ing ...  at  a  cloth  coat's  cost. 


^.£-J^^A 


A  PRODUCT  OF  J.  LASKIN  «  SONS.    Inc.  130  W.  30th  ST..  N.  Y. 

Factory:   Milxvaukte,  Wis. 


FIVE 
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Delicious  and  Refreshing 


Your  good  deed 
for  today 


Pause 

that  refreshes 

No  matter  how  busy  you  are— how  hard  you 
work  or  play  —  don't  forget  you  owe  your- 
self that  refreshing  pause  with  Coca-Cola. 

You  can  always  find  a  minute,  here  and 
there,  and  you  don't  have  to  look  far  or 
wait  long  for  Coca-Cola.  A  pure  drink  of 
natural  flavors  —  always  ready  for  you  — 
ice-cold  — around  the  corner  from  any- 
where. Along  with  millions  of  people  every 
day  you'll  find  in  Coca-Cola's  wholesome 
refreshment  a  delightful  way  to  well-being. 

The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 


9    MILLION    A     DAY^IT    HAD    TO     BE    GOOD    TO    GET    WHERE 

SI  X 


-^u.-*^  LISTEN  IBT-*-^ 

Grantland  Rice — • — »-- Famous 
Sports  Champioiis'»-'Coca-Cola 
Orchestra-*— 'Every  Wednesday 
10:30  to  11  p.  ni.  E.S.T.-»-^ 
Coast  to  Coast  NBC  Network 


CM-3 

IT    IS 


THE 

PROFESSIONAL  SCHOOLS 

NUMBER 


A  Liberal  Arts  View 


Dedicated  to  the  Medical  Students,  whose  blessing  it  is  to 
bind  up  the  wounds  of  Humanity. 
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OPINIONATED 

MEDITATION 


ARE  you  A  FAILURE? 

Do  YOU  lack  money,  prestige,  respect,  power,  homage.' 
Are  you  scorned  by  your  fellow-men.'  Do  you  slink 
shamefully  through  alleys.-  Would  you  want  to  be  a 
success?  It  can  be  done!  How.?  By  trying  our  famous  Mc- 
Kinlock  dish— "The  Dish  That  Put  The  ||  in  ProfeSlional!" 
It  will  make  a  new  man  of  you,  one  that  you  have  never  dared 
hope  to  be.  Our  own  original  recipe  for  the  famous  McKinlock 
dish  (beware  of  imitations): 

Take  one  First  National  Bank  building,  one  well-done  Movie 
Palace,  three  well-seasoned  ultra-modern  Gasoline  Stations,  one 
over-ripe  Railroad  Terminal  Station,  mix  and  stir  well,  add  sev- 
eral over-juicy  endowments,  pour  in  three  or  four  carloads  of 
heavy  oil,  and  sprinkle  all  over  with  several  bushels  of  gold- 


dust.  If  preferred,  though  not  particularly  essential,  two  or 
three  pinches  of  human  warmth  may  be  added  as  a  spice.  Place 
dish  in  extra  hot  oven  of  Publicity,  let  bake  for  several  years, 
remove  and  serve  piping  hot  to  9,000  Law,  Commerce,  Medical, 
and  Dental  students. 

This  dish,  if  taken  in  considerable  quantity  is  unconditionally 
guaranteed  to  develop  strong,  firm,  relentless,  resolute,  and 
above  all,  successful  citizens.  It  is  warned,  however,  that  it 
may  prove  indigestible  to  such  puny  individuals  possessing 
poetic  stomachs,  aesthetic  livers,  or  soulful  kidneys. 

Try  this  potent  dish,  and  you  will  command  trealth,  power, 
and  fiune.  Send  for  our  booklet  containing  this  recipe:  "The 
Art  of  Pot-Boiling",  by  W.  D.  Scott,  and  start  on  the  road  to 


EIGHT 


P  U  R  P  L 


RICH  WOMAN,  POOR  WOMAN 

SOMEWHERES  AROUND  ten  miles  south  of  our  good 
Northwestern  University  struts  its  downtown  branch:  Mc- 
Kinlock  Campus,  a  memorial  to  the  son  of  Alexander 
McKinlock  and  to  the  milk  of  human  kindness  in  general. 
Here  we  find  the  embryo  Lawyers,  Business-Men,  Medicos, 
Dentists,  and  Journalists,  and  probably  one  or  two  others  that 
escape  the  immediate  attention.  In  theory  Evanston  North- 
western is  the  mighty  Mother  Empire — Chicago  Northwestern 


A  R  ROT 


the  dependent  colony.  In  practice,  however,  Evanston  North- 
western is  the  discredited,  sloppy,  forgotten  old  woman,  clothed 
in  ancient,  tattered  rags.  Chicago  Northwestern  is  the  snappy, 
correct,  and  worldly  young  daughter,  a  child  spoiled  by  lavish 
gifts  and  attentions,  and  forgetful  of  the  poor  old  mother  who 
gave  her  birth. 

RING  OUT  THE  OLD 

A  MATERIALISTIC  picture  of  the  Evanston  Campus: 
wooden  structures  .  .  .  elaborate  architectural  nonsense 
.  .  .  staircases  strong  in  tradition  and  weak  in  support 
.  .  .  learning  chambers  hospitable  to  perverse  weathers  .  .  . 
untidy  laboratories  .  .  .  chairs  without  arms  .  .  .  long,  skinny 
windows  .  .  .  residences  metamorphosed  into  classrooms,  with 
mute  fireplaces,  anachronistic  closets  and  bathrooms,  Mid-Vic- 
torian chandeliers — but — electric  lights!  Glory  be  to  God,  halle- 
lujah! 

A  spiritual  picture  of  the  Evanston  Campus:  age  .  .  .  poverty 

.  .  .  drabness  .  .  .  crowdedness  .  .  .  stuffiness  .  .  .  resignation. 

A  materialistic  picture  of  the  McKinlock  Campus:  massive, 

modern     architecture  .  .  .  sleek,    silent    elevators  .  .  .  marble 

ornamentation  .  .  .  steel   .  .  .  lofty  chambers. 

A  spiritual  picture  of  the  McKinlock  Campus:  richness  .  .  . 
comfort  .  .  .  permanence  .  .  .  spaciousness  .  .  .  efficiency. 

O  you  SNOOTY  THINGS 

McKinlock  is  as  blissfully  unaware  of  the  Evanstonian 
existence  of  Northwestern  as  the  latter  is  as  acutely 
conscious  of  the  mighty  indifference  of  McKinlock. 
Witness  the  periodic  and  ever-illusioned  crusades  that  migrate 
from  Evanston  to  enlist  the  support  of  McKinlock.  Compara- 
tive failures.  And  who  is  there  to  condemn  McKinlock?  The 
students  there  have  a  serious  purpose,  far  more  earnest  and  real 
than  have  those  on  the  North  Shore.  They  can  not  be  bothered 
with  a  large  part  of  the  collegiate  froth  and  nonsense  that  so 
occupy  the  attentions  of  the  Evanston  students.     They  are  bio- 


logically and  socially  more  mature  and  are  not  as  prone  to 
effervesce  with  the  unbounded  energies  of  youth.  These  energies 
are  wisely  utilized  to  attain  development  in  their  life  work. 
They  are  relatively  settled,  and  have  a  very  definite  and  fixed 
outlook. 

The  Evanston  students,  however,  are  still  aimlessly  rambling 
about,  expending  their  energies  in  trivial  inanities  and  dumbly 
wondering  why  their  McKinlock  brothers  refuse  to  join  in  their 
fun.  They  cast  a  covetous  eye  on  the  9,000-odd  individuals  at 
McKinlock,  with  their  accompanying  financial  support.  But 
the  two  schools  can  no  more  grasp  each  other's  views  than  can 
Youth  and  Age.  And  so  Northwestern  is  Northwestern  and 
McKinlock  is  McKinlock,  and  never  the  twain  shall  meet. 

TREATISE  ON  THE  LAWYERS 

WE  MAR\'EL  at  the  high  degree  of  development  which 
the  individual  in  legal  science  possesses.  The  esoteric 
lawyer  mystifies  us  with  his  stupendous  judicial  accom- 
plishments. How  superb  his  speech,  how  dignified  and  lofty 
his  manner,  how  chaste  his  virtue,  how  magnetic  his  personal 
glitter,  how  altruistic  his  devotion,  how  magnanimous  his  spirit! 

Yet  is  there  not  a  danger  of  over-specialization?  Nay,  nay — 
our  Law  School  guards  against  that,  and  posts  these  words  of 
wisdom  to  impress  the  budding  lawyer  as  he  majestically  strides 
through  the  building: 

"A  lawyer  without  history  or  literature  is  a  mechanic,  a  mere 
working  mason;  if  he  possessed  some  knowledge  of  these  he 
may  venture  to  call  himself  an  architect." 

Every  month  along  the  corridors  of  the  law  school,  the  weighty 
sentiments  of  Shakespeare,  Emerson,  Locke,  Lincoln,  and  the 


Bible  are  hung  by  our  good  Dr.  Wigmore  to  inculcate  the  legal 
student  with  this  knowledge  of  literature.  And  who  can  say 
that  these  ancient  prints  and  sayings  have  not  unlimited 
potency? 

Is  there  not  also  the  danger  of  lacking  a  sense  of  humor 
amidst  the  solemn  legal  training?  Again  nay,  nay,  for  the 
worthy  Dr.  Wigmore  blends  a  vivacious  spirit  with  exhortation 
in  a  sterling  paragraph  that  graces  Levy  Mayer  Hall,  and  that  is 
pregnant  with  meaning: 

"Just  a  thousand  years  ago  in  a  city  in  the  north  of  Italy  there 
grew  up  the  first  and  largest  law  school  of  the  modern  world, 
and  there  was  also  devised  the  most  popular  and  world-wide 
type  of  portable  meat  food — the  city  of  Bologna.  The  fame  of 
that  city  rings  down  the  ages  for  two  things — its  sausage  and 
its  law  school.     Why  not  also  Chicago?" 

And  the  echo  whispers  back:     "Well,  why  not?" 
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'What  did  you  operate  on  this  guy  for?" 

'For  $soor 

'No,  I  mean   what  did  he  have?'" 

'$8oor 


THE  LAWYER 

ARGUES  HIS  CASE 

Whereas,  my  dear,  I  hold  for  you 
A  certain  growing  passion,  love, 

(There  are  no  grounds  for  action,  dear. 
In  whatsoever  words  above.) 

Whereas,  mv  throbbing  heart  retains 
Aforesaid  passion,  love  divine, 

I  offer  you,  with  title  clear. 

And  unattached,  said  heart  of  mine. 

To  have  and   hoki.  possess,  retain 
And/or  dispose  of  as  you  choose; 

The  income,  too,  thereof  is  yours. 

To  keep,  spend,  save,  lend  and/or  lose. 

.\ttend  me  while  I  press  my  suit. 
Present,  declaim  aforesaid  plea; 

Which  is  as  follows — Will  you,  dear, 
Come  live,  dwell,  habitate  with  me? 

P.  C. 


BETTY  CO-ED'S 

LINE-A-DAY 

Monday.  Oct.  13:  Date  with  a  Dent. 
Have  two  teeth  left — the  back  ones. 

TrESD.w,  Oct.  14:  Went  riding  with 
advertising  man  from  Commerce.  He 
sold  me  his  Hispano-Suiza  roadster. 
Cjood  sales  talk,  and  what  a  demonstra- 


tion 


Wednesday,  Oct.  15:  Out  with  stewed 
medic — I  mean  medic  stude.  Real  stu- 
dent.    Lab.  work  all   evening. 

Thursday,  Oct.  16:  Do\\n  to  i\Iv 
Basement  with  Law  student.  Said  he 
liked  dumb  girls.  I  didn't  argue.  He's 
getting  me  my  first  divorce  free. 

Friday,  Oct.  17:  Quiet  evening. 
Beach  with  Engineer.  I  prefer  profes- 
sional men. 

Saturday,  Oct.  18:  Big  business  man 
from  Commerce  brought  me  home  from 
game.  Took  ten  hours.  He  turned  in 
profit  and  loss  sheet  at  end.  Climbed 
fire  escape  at  4:00  .\.  M.  House  mother 
waiting  at  top.  Thanked  her  for  wait- 
ing to  let  me  in. 

Sunday,  Oct.  19:  Tea-dance  with 
Law  prof.  I'm  not  much  of  a  judge, 
but  he  wins  his  case — and  a  half  case  of 
Gordon,  besides. 

F.  A.  G. 


"Congratulations,  my  hoy!" 

"But  you  just  said  that  I  flunked  out  of  medical  school.' 

"Ah,  hut  think  of  the  lires  you  hare  sared!" 


TEN 


PARROT 


CYNIC        RAILWAY 


Damn  clever,  these  Bolsheuic\sl  And 
now  they  plan  a  diabolical  plot  'a  prevent 
the  creation  of  any  more  brave,  uncor- 
ruptible, red-blooded  Americans  tvho 
thwart  their  desires.  And  this  plot  is 
ruthlessly  revealed  by  a  member  of  our 
medical  staff  in  a  notable  address: 

"There  is  no  question  as  to  where  we 
stand  when  a  foreign  government  en- 
deavors to  thrust  birth-control  upon  us. 
The  Soviet  wishes  to  break  up  the  sys- 
tem of  government  that  is  the  greatest 
obstacle  to  their  ideas.  They  know  that 
birth  control  never  can  spread  among 
their  hordes  .  .  .  but  they  know  that  it 
can  assist  in  breaking  up  the  American 
system  if  they  spread  its  practices." 


A  co-ed  deplores  the  manners  of  us 
'Northivestern  men.  Do  we  swallow  our 
humiliation  in  silence?  Nay,  nay,  there 
is  one  amongst  us  tvho  rises,  and  thun- 
ders bacl{  an  answer  that  upholds  the 
mighty  chivalry  of  the  male  to  the  female 
— in  words  that  drip  tvith  high-minded 
gallantry: 

"You  can't  realize  that  you've  finally 
struck  college — that  most  women  are 
really  good  sports  and  that  college  men 
are  brave  enough  to  give  vent  to  their 
feelings  (j'/c).  Undoubtedly  you  don't 
understand  why  all  the  men  you  meet 
shouldn't  get  down  on  their  knees  and 
worship  you.  Your  spirit  is  wrong,  all 
wrong.  You  don't  belong  in  a  red- 
blooded,  mid-western  co-educational 
school.  You  poor  little  thing,  what  a 
h — 1  {sic^  of  a  time  you're  going  to  have 
at  a  wonderful  school  like  old  North- 
western! If  you  can't  come  off  your  high 
horse  .  .  .  and  manage  to  forget  your  as- 
sumed dignity  .  .  .  you  shouldn't  asso- 
ciate with  men  like  Northwestern's — you 
aren't  good  enough!" 


In  politics,  if  you  are  the  son,  or 
nephew,  or  aunt  of  some  Big  Shot,  your 
success  is  assured.  Likewise  in  the  vast 
super-natural  realm,  politics  is  all-power- 
ful as  amongst  us  wea\  mortals,  as  is 
pointed  out  by  a  Bishop  in  our  Biblical 


Institute  opening  address,  reported  by  our 
Daily: 

"Another  salient  point  of  the  lecture 
was  the  stress  upon  the  fact  that  personal 
relationship  to  God  was  the  secret  of 
ecclesiastical  success." 


We  }{new  there  was  something  miss- 
ing] In  all  the  hundreds  of  lectures  tve 
have  attended  here  through  these  several 
years  we  just  felt  that  something  sig- 
nificant was  lackjng.  And  now  tve  have 
discovered  what  it  was  as  we  see  this 
revolutionary  headline  in  our  Daily: 

"First    Thought    Lecture    Given    on 

Wednesday." 

-^ 

Sing,  ye  Muses,  sing  of  a  Northwest- 
ern that  shades  the  Elysian  Fields  into  a 
dumping  ground — sing,  O  sing!  Well, 
if  you  tvon't  sing  it,  then  our  good  Daily 
will: 

"The  assurances  for  a  successful  year 
.  .  .  for  the  entire  university  are  present. 
A  new  library  will  grace  the  campus 
within  the  next  decade,  the  departments 
are  said  to  have  more  money,  and  the 
beginning  classes  in  all  the  schools  are 
filled  with  the  brightest  minds  among  the 
June  graduating  classes.  Can  any  other 
school  be  as  blessed  as  has  our  Alma 
Mater  this  fall.?  The  future  may  be  rosy 
in  hue,  but  you  can  assure  yourself  that 
it  hasn't  been  made  so  by  fortune  or 
chance,  but  by  steady  growth  and  care- 
ful planning.  Thus  we  must  keep  to  the 
ground  floor  and  not  become  so  elated 
with  our  present  fortunes  that  we  shirk 
the  task  of  keeping  Northwestern  where 
it  has  risen." 


Disband  the  football  team,  boys,  it  is 
tvinning  too  many  games  and  tvill  offend 
our  sensitive  townspeople,  strap-hangers, 
and  our  fellow-schools.  Who  says  so? 
Our  Daily!  And  that  is  authority  suffi- 
cient: 

"Victory  after  a  few  lean  years  would 
be  particularly  gratifying  to  students  and 
alumni,  but  after  all,  of  what  value  will 
a  football  championship  be  to  North- 
western.?    Will  it  increase  the  respect  of 


this  institution  among  those  who  sit  out- 
side our  charmed  circle?  We  doubt  that 
it  will.  Townspeople  will  be  annoyed 
by  the  inevitable  march  of  the  victory- 
proud  students,  and  the  strap-hanging 
"L'  riders  will  get  hot  under  the  collar 
when  they  think  of  the  circus  we  are  en- 
joying out  here.  Likewise,  no  pleasure 
will  arise  to  our  competing  and  sister- 
institutions  who  will  be  jealous  of  our 
success." 


Last  month  we  pointed  to  the  fact  that 
the  letter-head  of  the  Daily  Northwestern 
read:  "The  Official  Newspaper  of  11,- 
000  Students,"  and  that  the  letter-head 
of  the  Purple  Parrot  read:  "Monthly  Hu- 
mor Magazine  of  14,000  Students."  And 
tve  proudly  commented  that  when  better 
lies  are  made  the  Purple  Parrot  will  make 
them.  But  the  Daily  Northwestern,  jeal- 
ous of  better  performance,  now  assumes 
the  leadership  with  this  slogan  on  its 
front  page: 

"The  Official  Newspaper  of  15,000 
Students." 


Anyone  tvho  says  that  football  is  not 
up-lifting,  character-molding,  and  inspir- 
ing is  a  detriment  to  our  civilisation. 
This  truism  is  easily  corroborated  by  the 
tvitnessing  of  an  incident  such  as  is  re- 
ported by  our  good  Daily: 


"In  a  short  scrimmage  yesterday  after- 
noon, the  freshmen  took  the  pants  off  the 
varsity  third  team." 

A  firm  and  fearless  lot  are  we.  Once 
tve  have  accomplished  our  purposes,  how- 
ever sinister  they  may  he,  nothing  daunts 
us.  Not  even  a  mighty  threat  of  expul- 
sion could  faze  a  certain  one  amongst 
us!  Unbelievable,  say  you?  And  yet  for 
FIFTEEN  CONSECUTIVE  DAYS 
(very  generous!)  this  threat  thundered 
its  awful  warning  in  our  Daily — but  with 
fruitless  result: 

"The  identitv  of  the  person  who  took 
billfold  from  the  Willard  Hall  tennis 
court  is  known.  Party  may  avoid  ex- 
pulsion by   returning  same." 


ELEVEN 


MEN  WITHOUT 

WOMEN 

(A  TREATISE  ON  DOWNTOWN  NORTHWESTERN) 

by  A  McKinlock  Law  Student 


IF  YOU  introduced  Helen  of  Troy  on  McKinlock  Campus 
she'd  pass  unnoticed.  Or  if  not  unnoticed,  at  least  unap- 
preciated. Perhaps  somebody  would  look  her  over  and  say, 
"One  more  damned  female."  But  such  is  the  spirit  of  the  place 
that  Beauty  doesn't  have  a  prayer.  Women  are  superfluous,  in 
the  way,  out  of  their  proper  element.  Nobody  wants  them 
around;  least  of  all  the  medical  students. 

For  they  interfere,  you  see,  with  a  free  discussion  of  the  facts 
and  fancies  of  life  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  And  these  medical 
students  are  hard-boiled  he-men  and  nothing  if  not  frank.  Blood 
doesn't  daunt  them,  or  gin.  They  live.  Boy,  how  they  live! 
And  in  their  own  way  they're  philosophers.  Life's  a  chemical 
accident  and  a  guy  ought  to  make  the  most  of  it.  Why,  Good 
Lord,  do  you  know  what  you  are?  Just  a  gallon  of  soda  water, 
a  teaspoonful  of  Fleischmann's  yeast,  enough  lemon  extract  for  a 
good  jag,  and  a  half  barrel  of  bath  salts.  (This  is  a  lie,  but  the 
guys  that  read  the  Purple  Parrot  won't  know  the  difference.) 

Now  there's  nothing  a  medical  student  likes  better  than  to 
have  a  jolly  old  skeleton  around.  Once  there 
was  a  medical  student  who  had  a  skeleton 
that  he  got  so  fond  of  that  he  took  it  with 
him  wherever  he  went.  One  night  he  went — 
well,  if  you  insist. 

At  least  I  don't  tell  as  lousy  stories  as  these 
medical  students.  One  time  I  captured  one 
of  the  species  and  took  him  to  Evanston, 
thinking  to  put  him  on  display.  I  got  him  a 
date  with  an  Alpha  Phi.  And  do  you  know 
that  for  about  a  month  after  that  every  time 
I  met  one  of  the  girls  in  that  chapter  she'd 
tell  me  a  different  story  and  ask  me  to  explain 
it  to  her?  The  rub  was  that  I  didn't  know 
what  it  meant  mysell;  I'm  not  a  medical 
student. 

There's  a  rumor  that  whenever  one  of  these 
boys  dislikes  a  prof,  he  poisons  him  quietly 
and  in  a  nire  way.  I've  never  been  able  to 
verify  that,  so  don't  spread  it  around.  I've 
had  impulses  myself,  but  I  always  lacked  the 
technic]ue.  There's  a  moral  in  all  of  this:  knowledge  is  power, 
my  boy,  and  don't  let  them  tell  you  otherwise. 

The  thing  that  always  annoys  me  about  these  would-be  doc- 
tors is  their  persecution  complex.  No  matter  when  you  meet  one 
of  them,  he'll  tell  you  that  he  has  to  work  harder  than  anyone 
else  in  the  world.  He's  making  a  slave  of  himself,  see?  And 
while  he's  telling  you  that  he's  probably  reading  the  paper  and 
eating  a  sandwich. 

I  don't  want  anyone  to  misunderstand  me.    Not  that  I  think 


these  boys  don't  work,  but  I  think  I  have  to  do  about  three  times 
as  much  as  any  of  them.  Listen.  Do  you  know  what  I  have 
to  do?     Well,  brother,  you —    Oh,  all  right. 

The  dent  students  are  a  distinct  breed.  They're  nice,  inoffen- 
sive boys  with  glasses.  They  have  jobs  outside  of  school.  They 
have  to  keep  the  baby  in  teething  rings  some  way.  "Didn't  you 
know  the  baby  had  teeth?  Why,  yes,  the  baby  has  teeth.  Three 
bicuspids  and  a  molar."  There's  no  doubt  about  his  being  a 
precocious  child.     "Already  I've  put  in  two  gold  fillings. " 

Sometimes  they  play  football.  The  dents,  of  course;  whom 
did  you  think  I  meant-  I  knew  a  halfback  once  who  was  in 
dent  school.  But  he  never  talked  about  football.  No.  He  was 
interested  in  carving  teeth. 

You  know,  some  of  them  are  pretty  dumb  at  it.  Carving 
teeth,  I  mean.  God,  I  can  carve  more  teeth  in  less  time  than 
anybody  else  down  there.  I'm  good  at  it,  d'you  see?  I  can't 
get  the  rest  of  the  stuff,  I'll  admit,  but  I  can  carve  teeth!  Why, 
when  I  finally  get  through  school — 

Oh,  I'll   be  ready  for  a  set 
then,  all  right. 

At  night  McKinlock  is  a 
vague  symbol  of  itself.  The 
dimmering  of  myriad  lights 
through  the  gloom  of  fog  that 
invades  Chicago  Avenue  is 
knowledge  triumphant  over 
the  dark  of  ignorance  or  truth 
playing  conqueror  to  doubt. 
It  is  the  same  gleaming  that 
made  glad  the  heart  of  Aris- 
totle and  gave  life  to  the  soul 
of  Erasmus.  Incessantly  there 
are  the  muffled  noises  of 
thoughtful  industry,  signifying 
purpose.  /\nd  inside  Wiebolt 
Hall  ring  out  the  awed  emo- 
tional voices  of  students  recit- 
ing terrifying  facts  from  con- 
solidated balance  sheets. 
An  English  professor  of  sainted  memory  (wait  till  he  sees 
this)  once  told  me  proudly  that  he  could  carry  on  an  intellec- 
tually stimulating  conversation  with  a  veterinary,  a  blacksmith, 
a  racketeer,  or  a  whitewing;  but  that,  Ciod  help  him,  he  couldn't 
talk  two  minutes  with  an  accountant.  When  I  suggested  that 
he  learn  some  accounting  for  that  purpose.  I  remember  that  he 
spoke  with  vicious  words  of  my  morbidity.  But  that's  quite 
beside  the  point. 

1  he  evening  students, — say  what  you  will, — are  energetic  boys 


TWELVE 


who  know  what  they  want.  They  aren't  loafers  like  those  of 
the  Evanston  Campus.  They  want  raises  and  they're  going  to 
get  them  or  die  in  the  attempt.  The  boss  reveres  education. 
Education  of  the  right  sort,  of  course.  For  instance,  what  does 
it  profit  a  man  if  he  knows  who  was  Cassiodorus,  yet  can't 
market  shoestrings  effectively.'^  Answer:  It  profits  him  nothing. 
Some  day  you'll  be  borrowing  money  from  them. 

But  there's  a  Liberal  Arts  College  down  there,  too.  Ask  any 
young  instructor  whom  you  know  who  it  is  that  has  to  go  down 
there  on  rainy  nights. 

And  the  embryo  lawyers.  They're  serious  boys.  They  think 
only  of  the  bench  and  the  bar.  (Who  said  anything  about 
speakeasies?)  They  wear  mustaches  and  have  children,  and 
at  least  half  of  them  are  named  Goldstein.  It's  good  to  have  a 
name  like  that  in  law  school.  You  know  then  that  you're  among 
friends. 

But  you  should  hear  them  talk.  Injuiia  sine  daiiino — with 
the  last  two  syllables  accented  in  a  soft  Hebraic  nasal,  so  that 
they  sound  like  an  emphatic  negation.  Rome  was  nothing  like 
this.    Quintillian  never  lived  in  Palestine.    Scire  facuis!    Hocus 
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pocus 


Like  the  rest  of  McKinlock  the  law  school  is  no  place  for 
women.  At  that  there  are  a  few  of  them  there.  You'd  think 
they'd  flock  to  it,  wouldn't  you?  But  they  aren't  noticed.  I  met 
a  sad-eyed  damsel  from  down  there  who  had  a  lugubrious  story 
to  tell. 

"I  came  down  to  this  blasted  school  in  good  faith.   Hell, 
what's  a  girl  going  to  do  these  days?      There 
hasn't  been  any  competition,  but  I've 
no  headway.    These  earnest  bozos  won' 
give  a  gal  a  break.     Most  of  them 
have  a  wife  and  five  children, 
and   them   which   haven't   are 
hopeful.    Let  'em  meet  me  in 
the  evening  at  a  beer  garden 
and   they'd   go  gaga  about 
me,  but  down  here  they  go 
about,  bleary-eyed  and  des- 
perate,   babbling    all    the 
time   about   liability   and 
chattels  and  actions  of  tro- 
ver.   Good  God!  what's  the 
use?" 

I  did  what  I  could,  but 
I  couldn't  be  of  much  comfort  to  her.  It's  a  story  you  hear 
again  and  again.  The  same  sad  recital.  It  is  thus  with  the 
law  and  the  lawyers. 

The  one  theme  upon  which  all  of  the  downtown  campus 
combines  is  a  melody  of  disdain  and  self-righteousness,  an  har- 
monious spasm  of  scorn  for  the  boys  and  the  girls  in  Evanston. 
Like  God,  these  professional  students  are  impatient  of  frivolity, 
and  like  God  they  make  known  their  grievance.  Northwestern 
University,  Northern  Branch,  is  a  sublimated  country  club,  a 
dignified  winter  resort;  that's  a  fact,  an  irrefutable,  unsuppres- 
sible  fact. 

These  Evanstonians!  "Run  around  all  day.  Drink  beer  and 
more  all  night.  Cut  classes  without  pondering  their  prodigality. 
Never  go  off  by  themselves  and  study.     Talk  but  to  women. 


Think,  if  at  all,  only  about  sleeping,  and  eating,  and  loving, 
and  drinking,  and  bulling.  Never  serious  and  earnest.  Never 
troubled  by  the  important,  unescapable  circumstances  of  life. 
Never  sparing  a  thought  to  the  future.  Never  realizing  that 
the  business  of  life  is  business;  that  money  is  an  unmitigated 
and  imminent  necessity;  that  to  eat  bread  and  drink  wine  one 
must  first  dispossess  someone  else  that  bread  and  wine." 
Et  cetera  and  ad  infinitum. 

All  thought,  of  course,  with  a  dreary  shaking  of  the  head, 
that  inevitable  gesture  of  virtue  properly  nauseated  by  the 
vision  of  waywardness.  And  then  this  voice  of  contempt  per- 
ceptibly softens  into  a  kind  of  paternal  indulgence. 

"Well,  someday  they  may  grow  up.  Undergraduate  schools 
were  ever  thus.  I  remember  when  I  was  in  college  we  didn't 
do  so  much.  Used  to  lie  around  the  house  most  of  the  time 
and  bull-session  away.  Talk  importantly.  Or  else  we'd  drop 
around  and  entertain  the  Kappas  or  Thetas  and  the  rest.  Hell, 
I  remember  one  litde  blonde  over  at  the  Delta  Gamma  House 
I  used  to  rush.  She  was  a  swell  litde  kid,  though — "  Slow 
fade-out  with  beatific  expression  suffusing  an  ovine  face. 

It  is  a  curious  effect  that  solemn,  efficient,  ridiculously  im- 
portant McKinlock  Campus  has  upon  the  youth  all  freshly 
graduated.  He  becomes  suddenly  subdued,  suddenly  aware  of 
the  sombre  immensity  of  human  endeavour.  As  though  he  has 
had  recent  apocalyptic  experiences,  as  though  he  has  come  face 
to  face  with  the  ghost  of  his  father,  or  has  seen  afar  the  patient 
fires  of  hell.  In  an  instant  he  puts 
away  childish  things;  he  repents 
his  early  delightful  laziness, 
and  immediately  con- 
secrates his  reluct- 
ant soul  to  hard 
abor,  solitary 
confinement, 
and  bread 
and  water. 
It's  the 
a  t  111  osphere 
of  McKin- 
lock that 
does  it. 
There  is  a 
c  o  n  t  a  g  ious 
and  infec- 
tious quality  to  the  air  that  no  abstract  vaccine  can  dissipate. 
Merely  expose  a  student  to  it  and  he  begins  to  display  those  pe- 
culiar intangible  mannerisms  that  characterize  (1)  the  Lawyer, 
(2)  the  Dentist,  (3)  the  Doctor,  or  (4)  the  Business  Man.  He 
becomes  another  animate  trade-mark  of  his  profession. 

Some  day  McKinlock  will  yield  up  countless  Morgans  and 
Cardozos  and  Mayos.  And  then  the  Evanston  student  who 
sneered  at  the  downtown  campus  will  be  financially  ruined  and 
driven  to  crime  by  a  man  from  Wieboldt  Hall.  And  he  will 
be  sentenced  to  forty  years  by  a  former  habitue  of  Levy  Mayer 
Hall.  And  he  will  be  finally  poisoned  by  a  medicine  man  from 
Montgomery  Ward  Hall.  And  then  the  whole  bloody  busi- 
ness will  be  broadcast  to  the  four  winds  by  a  former  McKin- 
lock Journalism  student. 

Habeas  corpus!    Ave  atqite  valel 


THIRTEEN 


DOCTORS 
ALL 

Sing  a  song  of  stomach-pumps, 

Castor  oil  and  pills; 
How  we  love  to  circulate, 

Curing  peoples  ills. 

Sing  of  streptococci, 

Vaccinate  the  thigh; 
Cut  the  sore  appendix  out. 

Bandage  up  the  eye. 


Take  the  pulse  and  temperature. 

Recommend  a  diet, 
Make  the  patient  wonder  if 

He  hadn't  better  try  it. 

Poke  his  throat  and  spray  his  nose. 
Send  him  straight  to  bed. 

Charge  him  plenty — that's  the  way 
We  doctors  get  ahead. 

Sing  a  song  of  stomach-pumps, 

Castor  oil  and  pills; 
How  we  love  to  circulate. 

Curing  people's  ills. 

P.  C. 


Assistant:     "But  do  you  consider  this  treatment  absolutely  necessary': 
D.D.S,:     **Well,  you  know  the  condition  of  my  bank  account!" 


t^ 


McKinlock  Joe  says   that  silence  may   be 
golden,  but  you  can   do  it   better  with   gas. 


RAH  FOR  THE 
COMMERCE  SCHOOL! 

"I  BELIEVE  that  you  graduated  from 
■  our  Commerce  School  two  years 
ago?" 

"Yes,  sir,  I  did.  And  with  the  train- 
ing I  received  there  I  branched  out  in  the 
saw-mill  business." 

"Ah,  very  good.  And  tell  me  how  you 
have  made  out  in  it." 

"Well,  sir,  I  didn't  have  to  pay  for  the 
mill — my  father  left  it  to  me,  complete 
and  out  of  debt.  Labor  did  not  cost  me 
anything  because  my  three  brothers  and 
I  did  all  the  work.  The  timber  we  used 
did  not  cost  us  anything  because  it  be- 
longed to  my  grandfather  who  willed  it 
to  me.  The  freight  charges  amounted  to 
nothing  because  I  have  a  cousin  who  is 
district  freight-agent  tor  the  railroad,  and 
he  fixed  it  up.  And  with  my  Commerce 
School  training,  I  had  everything  pretty. " 

"Very  good,  indeed,  and  you  are  do- 
mg  well?" 

"Well,  last  year  1  lost  $1  "5,000  in   it." 


CUT-RATE 

They  tell  us  that  a  college  course 
Is  wasting  time — and  even  worse. 

We're  told  that  when  it's  all  complete 
It  won't  help  buy  us  things  to  eat. 

That  may  be  right,  conceivably. 
But  I  most  strongly  disagree. 
I  give  no  heed  to  what  they  shout; 
I've  got  the  whole  thing  figured  out. 

When  I  get  through  long  years  from  now, 
I'll  make  my  contacts  count,  and  how! 

Let  Hank  the  Dent  extract  my  teeth 
And  plug  the  pesky  things  with  gold. 

Let  Pete  the  Medic  cure  my  cold 

And  count  my  pulse  when  I  grow  old 

Let  Joe  of  Commerce  do  my  books 
And  Irv  of  Law  jail  any  crooks 

Who  bother  me;  or  put  the  knife 

To  ties  which  bind  me  to  my  wife. 

It's  gonna  work  out  rather  nice; 
I'll  get  it  all  done  at  half-price! 
H.  S.  R. 


FOURTEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


FARCE  FANTASTICAL 

OF  THE  FUTURE 


"//  our  wealth  command  us  we  are  poor  indeed";  riddle  on 
Wieboldt  hall  facade. 

DAWN  COMES  three  hours  late.  The  sun,  you  see,  has  to 
climb  high  in  the  heavens  before  light  can  descend  to 
the  bases  of  the  amazingly  tall  school  structures.  The 
university  president,  puppet-emperor  of  midwestern  educationiil 
capital,  has  forgotten  to  order  the  sun  not  to  shine,  so  the  sun  is 
shinmg. 

Little  red  devils — armies  of  them — each  with  a  neat,  sharp 


recognize  the  figure  suspended  by  the  strap.  It  is  the  Emperor- 
President  in  his  purple  outfit,  with  white  piping.  He  looks  about 
for  a  moment,  but  there  are  no  babies  to  kiss,  and,  spymg  us, 
he  runs  in  our  direction,  evidently  in  extreme  agitation. 

"Otto,  I've  got  an  idea!"  he  yells,  while  instinctively  I  sup- 
port Otto,  who  half-collapses  with  surprise. 

"It's  tremendous,"  the  Emperor  continues,  "it's  unprecedented, 
it's  an  unimagined  educational  advance,  it's  monstrous,  it's  brob- 
dingnagian,"  etc.  etc.  as  he  trails  off  into  the  customary  super- 
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hatchet,  begin  marching  into  a  tall,  gaudy  building  as  soon  as  latives  to  the  nth  power,  which,  in  this  year  2000,  have  no 
a  bell  tinkles  off  somewhere,  announcing  the  beginning  of  the  effect  unless  the  President  grabs  you  by  the  collar  and  pounds 
school-day.     This  is  the  school  of  commerce.     Simultaneously,      your  chest  for  emphasis  as  he  spouts  adjectivally. 

5]      "Begging  your  pardon,  curse  your  hide, 
sir,  what's  up?  "  from  Otto. 
"Do  you  know  that — ' 
"Seven  electric  jolts,  the  powder  of  a 
unicorn's  hoof,  and  the  brain  of  a  com- 
merce student — " 

"No!  Do  you  know  that — jingo,  the 
idea's  so  mighty,  so  gigantic,  I  can  scarce- 
ly believe  the  ringing  in  my  ears.  Do  you 
know  that — if  we  add  two  zeros  to  the 
'Cireatest  of  the  Great  for  Cireater  North- 
western Campaign'  it  will  reach  $100,- 
000,000,000,000-'  instead  of  $1,000,000,- 
000,000-' .'  Progress,  my  dear  people" 
( there  are  no  dear  people  here,  but  the 
Emperor  flourishes  his  hands  as  though 
the  world  were  hanging  onto  every 
word),  "progress,  progress,  progress.  The 
billion-league  boots  of  modern  education 
carry  us  to  realms  never  conceived  by  hu- 
man agency,  we  can  rush  armies  of  stu- 
dents into  the  gaps  made  by  the  construc- 
tion of  more  300-story  buildings.  My 
I  riends,  I  never  exaggerate — " 


from  another  immensely  high  structure — 
so  high  that  students  regularly  take  their 
morning  showers  by  yanking  a  string  at- 
tached to  a  square  yard  of  cloud — there 
issues  a  ghastly  line  of  skeletal  remains  of 
puppies,  kittens,  cats,  dogs,  guinea  pigs 
and  fruit  flies,  the  miserable  skulls  of 
which  record  the  agonies  of  the  vivisec- 
tion chambers.  This  exodus  is  from  the 
school  of  medicine. 

The  janitor,  a  commonsensible  fellow, 
also  comes  with  the  dawn.  I,  his  guest, 
begin  to  talk. 

"What  day  is  this.  Otto.''" 

"November  8,  2000,  as  if  you  don't 
know,  and  you  only  wantin'  to  let  the 
readers  know  what  year  this  is.  And,  this 
place,  I  might  tell  you,"  whispering,  "is 
McKinlock  campus,  only  I'm  damned  if 
you  can  see  any  campus.  " 

And  Otto  is  right,  for  the  tall  structures 
have  become  so  numerous  and  have 
grown  so  close  together  that  no  grass,  no 
campus,  remains.     Only  sliver-like  sidewalks  are  left. 

From  the  janitor's  mouth  there  suddenly  comes,  "Syndesmo- 
logical  gomphosis  ischiocavernous  sutura  sternocleidomastoideus 
talocalcaneonavicular  splanchological  materia-synchondrosis — " 

"You  quack,"  I  hiss,  "why  do  you  steal  this  medical  thunder.' 
You  imposter  of  erudition,  you  boob,  you — " 

"Janitor,"  he  reminds  me.  But  the  man  is  Proteus  himself,  for 
with  a  mighty  sweep  of  the  hand  and  a  terrifying  screwing  up 
of  the  mouth,  he  declaims,  "tenants  in  capite  et  mesne  socage 
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Otto  hits  him  and  Prexy  measures  his  length  on  the  ground 
just  like  an  oldtime  stage  villain.  We  proceed  into  the 
commerce  school,  where  the  students  are  lined  up  before  the 
slot-machines  getting  the  proper  number  of  culture  pills  to  be 
taken  daily  with  doses  of  water.  A  commerce-man  takes  100 
pills  every  school-day,  a  medicine- man  75,  and  a  lawyer-man  50. 
No  human  mind  has  ever  been  able  to  fashion  distilled  culture 
for  the  hopeless  dentist-man. 


I   now   see   what   the   little   red   marching   devils  are   up   to. 

pankalmoyn  ficta  confessio  reo  ipsa  locjuitor  escheat  et  primer  Wherever  a  student  is  hard  at  work  over  neat  rows  of  splendid 

seisin  ad  initio  quare  clausum  fregit  easement  appurtenant — "  figures,  a  red  devil  climbs  to  where  the  brain  should  be  and 

"Rogue,  liar!"  I  shriek  at  Otto,  "No — lawyer,  no — liar. "    ( For-  hammers  away  a  piacere  with  a  sharp,  neat  hatchet  so  that  the 

tissimo  crescendo.)      "You're  going  to   give  me  none  of  that  poor  student  soon  gets  a  headache.  The  devils  also  whisper  short 

starched  legal  phraseology,  you  lawyer-man,  or  by  the  love  of  and  snappy  words  like  "money"  and  "gold"  and  paint  small 

God  I'll — "     I  raise  my  fist  to  strike  the  so-called  vanity  of  the  imaginative  pictures;  the  student  forgets  his  headache  and  again 

barrister  from  the  janitor,  just  as   I   notice  a   parachute  lazily  sets  to  deciphering  the  figures.    Before  the  tiny  Beelzebubs  can 

descending  from  the  commerce  offices  of  floor  239.     We  soon  get  mc,  I  rush  out  to  my  Liberal  Arts.  A.  A.  E. 


F  I  FT  E  E  N 


P  U  R  P  L 


PARROT 


POLLYANN  A 


THE  CAMPUS  is  toddling  along 
about  as  usual — football,  drives, 
dances.  Lew  Taggett  is  still  making 
promises  to  women.  And  he  still  pan- 
ders to  a  thirst  for  variety  by  patronizing 
the  Aragon  now  and  then. 

Which  reminds  one  of  the  two  Pi  Phi 
pledges  who  were  taken  to  the  Aragon 
the  other  Saturday  night.  They  wouldn't 
know — but  they  were  all  in  the  house  on 
time,  for  once. 

Carl  Dixon  has  been  absent  from 
Shakespeare  class  the  last  couple  of  days. 
Undoubtedly  Professor  Brown  has  poi- 
soned him.  Ed  Ryder,  though,  hasn't 
missed  a  class — not  even  Larry's  gin 
could  kill  him.  That  Shakespeare  class 
is  a  great  institution.  Ginny  Eagles  got 
to  read  Ophelia  the  other  day.  And  all 
the  men  in  the  front  of  the  room  decided 
to  go  out  for  football  immediately. 

We  suggest  to  Dot  Stover  that  smooth 
Delta  Gamma  pledges  have  a  better 
chance  of  staying  smooth  if  they  do  not 
allow  Stork  Johnson  to  slap  them  quite  so 
roughly  on  the  back. 

The  peanut-throwing  Phi  Psis — pride 
of  every  football  game — agree  that  it  was 
noble  of  the  Sigma  Nus  to  play  Tulane 
that  day.  There  were  seven  white  stars 
in  the  line-up.  And  at  the  Ohio  game, 
Lucy  McCutcheon  sat  in  the  stands 
watching  Red's  topknot  sliding  through 
the  other  team.  After  the  close  of  a  cer- 
tain play,  an  Ohio  man  lost  his  temper 
and  tackled  Red,  who  rolled  over  a  cou- 
ple of  times,  very  companionably,  and 
came  up  laughing  right  at  the  North- 
western stand.  Lucy  took  one  look  and 
tore  up  her  chrysanthemum. 

Lucy  McGee  overheard  the  barkeep's 
wife  tell  her  husband  that  the  customers' 
dates  were  "charming  young  ladies."  It 
took  the  other  three  to  keep  her  from 
going  out  to  shake  hands. 

Peg  Wallace  is  editor  of  MS — she 
doesn't  need  a  hand.  And  you  heard, 
of  course,  about  the  Phi  Bete  key  she  is 
now  entitled  to  wear.  Gardenias  are  still 
more  becoming.  And  Professor  Cottier 
says  she  can  make  coffee — not  without 
an  eff,  though. 

Who  is  to  carry  on  the  racket  now 
that  Hod  Noonan  is  gone?    And  with  no 


more  Gen  Aby,  and  no  more  Grace 
Strahl — who's  next.'  And  what  do  peo- 
ple vote  for  in  beauty  queens."  What  is 
a  queen,  anyhow.? 

Billy  Blackwell  has  given  up  his  night 
club  in  Racine,  with  the  Kappa  Delta 
hostess,  and  has  settled  down  to  being 
engaged.  It  might  be  well  to  warn  him 
— one  of  our  coeds  recendy  gave  back  a 
Beta  pin.  She  told  him  he  wouldn't 
make  a  good  Theta. 

Sue  Grant  may  be  having  trouble  with 
her  "r's,"  but  the  Delts  and  the  Florida 
football  team  unite  in  declaring  that  the 
green  jersey  dress  is  all  right. 

The  Gamma  Phi  Betas  must  have 
pledged  as  many  as  six  women  this  fall. 

Bunny  Potel  put  on  her  Phi  Delt  pin 
and  left  for  California.  The  Delta 
Gamma  house  is  never  to  be  the  same 
again.  Avis  Lundahl  and  Eleanor  Jones, 
wearing  Phi  Delt  pins  also,  are  of  hardier 
stuff.     They  stay  right  in  school. 

The  Delta  Zetas  are  bringing  up  their 
pledges  to  be  saleswomen.  They  can't 
wait  for  the  Berguson  sisters  to  stop  mak- 
ing faces,  they  say.  And  that  house  is 
still  bragging  about  the  student  directory 
cup  they  won — but  not  for  loving. 

Florence  Barcley  earns  the  laurels  for 
holding  her  Delt  down  to  a  good  eve- 
ning. Ask  anyone  who  was  exposed  to 
the  N  Men's  dance.  \'ivian  Kronenburg 
is  good  on  Delts,  too.  On  Monday  she 
stopped  to  pick  up  Harry  O'Brien.  On 
Tuesday  it  was  another  Delt — and  every 
day  that  week  it  was  another  and  dif- 
ferent one.  "My  sacred  shelter,"  what.' 
Lowrie  Jane  Smart  is  by  way  of  becom- 
ing an  authority  on  them,  too.  Tubby 
Stafford  has  been  taking  her  around;  we 
suppose,  to  the  same  zoo  that  served  his 
last  year's  dates  as  entertainment. 

The  graduate  student  in  the  front  row 
of  Milton  class  has  what  they  call  an  ac- 
quiescent personality.  What  a  thesis 
she's  going  to  write! 

Hal  Boyer  is  shunning  the  public  eye 
this  year.     Not  with  that  profile,  Hal.- 

How  about  the  color  scheme  at 
\'ierow's.''  Are  they  trying  to  match  the 
t  reshman  caps.''  They  might  at  least  take 
off  the  curtain. 

John  Allen  Stewart,  grand  old  man  of 


the  Beta  house,  took  out  a  freshman  one 
night,  bellowing  as  he  did  so:  "Have  no 
fear;  I've  been  getting  Northwestern 
girls  in  on  time  for  the  last  fifteen  years." 
The  girl  was  half  an  hour  late.  John 
Allen,  having  still  another  date  in  still 
another  house,  was  accosted  the  morning 
before  the  night  and  looked  over.  The 
lady  said  she  was  chaperon  at  the  house, 
and  wanted  to  meet  the  man  who  was 
to  entertain  her  dear  litde  girl.  These 
house  mothers  circulate. 

Bv  the  way,  wasn't  there  an  Alpha  Xi 
Delta  chapter  around  here  several  years 
ago.'  Red-headed,  it  was — Kay  Chase, 
or  something  like  that.  Too  bad  they 
lost  their  charter. 

Have  you  ever  thought  of  the  benefits 
of  a  CoUitch  Education — just  what  Betty 
Coed  and  Freddy  Fraternity  will  be  do- 
ing a  few  years  hence.'  Well,  save  your 
energy  and  rest  your  weary  bones  (or 
rather,  eyes)  on  what  the  PARROT  pre- 
dicts within  ten  vears. 

THAT 

Dallas  Marvil  will  succeed  Helen  Kane 
in  the  "boop  a  doop"  racket. 

Pat  Smeed  will  be  back  on  the  farm 
mowing  hay. 

Pep  Farley  will  be  head  chef  at  \'ie- 
rows. 

Red  Clark  will  be  dean  of  the  Com- 
merce school  at  Yibble  Yibble. 

Lew  Taggett  will  be  squawking  "Blue 
Valley  "  in  .somebody's  ball  park. 

Betty  Onderdonk  will  be  employed  as 
chief  model  for  animal  crackers. 

Fred  DeGondoIa  will  still  be  trying  to 
crash  into  print.  .lUMT  POLLY. 


Singing  a  song  entitled:  "I'll  See  You 
in  A/y  Dreams — My  Wife's  Getting  Sus- 
picious." 


SI  XTEEN 


P  L  R  P  L  t 


R  ROT 


ZEUS  OF 

THE  PRE-MEDS 


'ISN'T  HE  the  cutest  thing?"  says  the 
I  little   freshman   girl    next   to   me    in 


■'Why?"  sez  you. 


"Simple,"  sez  me,  an'  I'll  explain  what 
Zoolology   A,  as   Doc   Barker  waxes      I  mean.     He  may  be  head  o'  th"  Zoolol- 

emphatic  on  the  subject  of  attention  in      ogy   department,  but   th'  ol'  boy   is  hu- 

class.    "You  know,"  she  continues,  "that      man  just  th'  same,  an'  I  got  a  sneakin' 

little  goatee  tickles  me  all  to  pieces."              notion  he  didn't  always  wear  a  goatee  an' 
"G'wan," .  was  quite  th' 

answers  me,  laddie    once 

"yuh  can't  tell 

me  he  lets  you 

get  that  close 

to  him!!!" 

For  which  I 

gets  a  dirty 

look  an'   a 

giggle- 
That  r  e  - 

minds   me  — 

th'   Doc   ain't 

no    slouch 

himself,  when 

it  comes  to 

slingin'  funny 

o  n  e  s  ,  a  n  '  I 

d  o  n't  only 

mean  fresh- 

man   humor 

either.     You 

oughta  hear 

him  crack 

low   an'   wise 

at  some  of  th' 

P  r  e  -  -  m  e  d 
s!!     I 


meetmgs! 


haven't  figured  out  yet  whether  he  tells 
stories  with  high  temperatures  to  keep 
th'  crowd  awake  or  to  teach  th'  ladies 
(?)  to  refrain  from  blushin'  when  they 
get  to  med  school.  Anyway  I  haven't 
heard  him  pull  a  dry  one  yet — an'  that's 
s'posed  to  be  unusual  with  college  profs. 

Yuh  know  it's  surprisin'  how  much 
point  there  is  to  lots  of  his  stunts,  be- 
sides his  stories.  Th'  trouble  is  I  didn't 
see  it  till  I  got  out  of  his  class.  F'rin- 
stance,  after  his  Pre-Med  Club  there's 
nothing  as  close  to  his  heart  ( B.  V.  D.'s 
excepted)  as  his  Quiz  Syllabi.  God  love 
'em!!!  I  cussed  at  'em  not  by  'em  dur- 
ing th'  year,  but  there's  actually  some 
sense  to  'em  when  exams  come  around. 
Funny  things  do  happen,  don't  they? 

Somethin'  else  that  sounds  surprisin" — 
freshmen  go  for  th'  Doc  in  a  big  way. 


"Little  pie-medic,  don't  you  cry, 
Just  pray  to  th'  gods,  ivay  up  high 
Thnt   Biu\er   thui/^^s   you're   a   damn 

good  guy. 
An'  you'll  be  a  medic,  bve  an'  bye." 

pre-meds,  an'  I  ain't  playm  a 
either!!  He's  th'  playmate  of  Doc  Cutter 
at  th'  Med  School,  an'  if  a  pre-med  don't 
have  Barker's  O.  K.  on  his  back  in  box 
car  letters  he  just  don't  have  a  prayer 
with  th'  McKinlock  gang. 

But  Zeus  or  no  Zeus,  I  got  one  big  fault 
to  find  with  him.  Can  yuh  imagine  a 
guy  like  him  gettin'  hipped  on  a  subject 
like  parasites?  Of  all  the  things  a  nice 
white-haired,  begoateed  gent  like  Barker 
could  go   squirrelly   on   he   had   to   pick 


LESSONS  IN 

COMMERCE 

THE  ENTIRE  manufacturing  industry 
presents  no  field  as  interesting  as  that 
of  making  shoes. 

As  you  probably  know,  shoes  are  made 
either  of  cow-hide  or  paper.  I  shall  tell 
you  at  this  time  how  cow-hide  shoes  are 
made. 

In  their  youth,  the  period  commonly 
referred  to  as  adolescence,  cows  are 
known  the  world  over  as  calves.  They 
are  distinguished  from  other  calves  by 
the  fact  that  they  are  covered  with  hair 
and  eat  grass. 

After  a  calf  has  reached  maturity  it  is 
called  a  cow  or  a  bull,  depending  .  .  . 
Cows  give  a  white  liquid  which  when 
mixed  with  water  is  sold  as  milk,  pro- 
nounced as  though  it  were  spelled 
M-I-L-K.     Male  cows  do  not  give  milk. 

Some  dairies  keep  cows,  others  have 
running  water.  After  a  cow  runs  dry 
it  is  killed  and  they  make  shoes  out  of  it. 

"My  son  writes  he's  been  sent  to  jail 

for  bigamy." 

"My  son  writes  he's  been  sent  to  the 

legislature,  but  he  doesn't  say  what  for." 
■*■ 

Extract  ot  conversation  between  two 
Commerce  students: 

"Say,  there's  a  sign  over  that  door  that 
says,  'FILLINGS.'     Let's  eat  there." 

"No,  there's  a  museum  where  I  hear 
they  do  stuffing.  Let's  try  that  place  bet- 
ter." 


himself.  Any- 
how, he  puts 
all  his  lecture 
notes  on  th' 
b  lackboard 
an'  gives  th' 
class  time 
enough  to 
copy  em  in 
Chinese, 
let  alone  in 
ordinary  slan- 
guage. N  o  w 
do  you  still 
ask  why 
freshmen 
go  for  'im? 

"No,"  sez 
you. 

"Das  i  s  s 
gut,"  sez  me. 

An',  chil- 
dren, pipe  this 
one  an'  gape 
— th'  boy  is 
Zeus  of  th' 
playin'    a    game 


parasites!!!  'Well,  maybe  it  ain't  his  fault 
that  he's  an  A-No.-l  parasitologist.  I 
guess  some  people  are  just  born  that  way, 
an'  I'm  liberal-minded.  But  th'  part 
that's  a  kick  in  th'  pants  to  me  is  that 
his  monkey  business  gets  him  in  "Who's 
Who"!     Ain't  life  help 

.4nd  Co. 


"Yer    honor,    me    husband    left     me    35 
years  ago  an'  I  ain't   heard  o'   him   since." 
"Well,  what  can   I  do?" 
"Hon'  about  tne  harin'  a  separation?" 


SEVENTEEN 


f -SLICE  'EM    up:  ^ 

f     saw  THEIR    BONES!    ) 
1^    RIP    THEIR    GUTSI    ''^'^ 
/"       HEAR  THEIR   GROftNS'      "^ 
\^   HOW    DO   WE   LEAVE  'EM?   ^ 


LIBERAL  ARTS  CONCEPTION  OF  THE   MEDICS 


Ki-printrJ   by   itv/msl 


EIGHTEEN 


PURPLE  f^  P  A  R  R  O  1' 


OSCAR  THE 


COMMERCE  STUDENT 

A  Biographical  Narrative 


AT  THE  tender  age  of  seventeen 
Oscar  found  himself  in  the 
Commerce  School.  A  mentally 
raw-boned  youth  was  he,  gutless,  un- 
worldly, naive,  and  innocent — particu- 
larly in  the  field  of  business  ethics 
(euphemism).  A  soft  heart  had  he  yet, 
a  tender  sympathy  for  all  mankind,  and 
withal  a  noble  altruism.  Yet  with  this 
hopelessly  unpromising  material  the 
Commerce  School  once  more  molded  in 
its  mighty  grasp  a  sinister  figure,  harsh 
of  line,  icy  of  heart,  greedy  of  eve,  and 
devoid  of  mercy:  the  Business  Man. 

It  was  yet  in  his  last  year  at  Commerce 
School;  Oscar 
awakened  a  real- 
ization that  he 
had  developed  a 
business  acumen 
to  such  degree 
that  it  were  fit- 
ting to  capitalize 
upon  it.  Accord- 
ingly he  estab- 
lished a  lemon- 
ade stand  before 
the   portals   of 

Wieboldt  Hall  one  spring  day,  and  as- 
sumed a  capitalistic  stance.  Two  bowls 
of  lemonade  there  were  on  the  stand,  the 
one  labeled  "5c  a  glass,"  and  the  other 
"2c  a  glass."  A  professor  of  the  Com- 
merce School  stopped,  looked  and  took 
down  a  2c  glass  of  the  refreshing  bev- 
erage. Solemnly  he  smacked  his  lips,  and 
then  gave  announcement: 

"Evidently,  kind  sir,  you  have  not 
adequately  inculcated  our  mighty  teach- 
ings of  Commerce;  reflect,  sir,  how  can 
you  expect  to  sell  a  5c  glass  when  you 
offer  such  worthy  2c  drinks?" 

"O,  sir,"  quoth  Oscar,  "in  truth  'twere 
a  stroke  of  ill  technique,  but  just  recently 
the  cat  fell  in  the  2c  bowl  and  I  have 
thought  it  advisable  to  sell  it  ere  the  news 
gets  around." 

And  so  Oscar  found  himself  a  prema- 
ture alumnus  of  the  Commerce  School. 


He  established  a  business  for  himself 
and  astonished  the  gods  by  prospering 
immediately.  A  huge  manufacturing 
plant  he  owned,  and  700  traveling  sales- 
men on  the  road.  One  day  he  received  a 
telegram  in  his  lavishly  furnished  private 
office  stating  that  one  of  his  traveling 
salesmen  had  been  found  dead.  Not  for 
an  instant  did  Oscar's  by-gone  commerce 
trainmg  forsake  him;  he  summoned  one 
of  his  private  secretaries  and  ga\e  answer 
by  wire; 

"Send  samples  back  by  freight  and 
search  body  for  orders.  " 

With  iron  heart  he  applied  himself  to 
his  life's  work,  and  steeled  his  soul 
against  all  tenderness  of  the  milk  of  hu- 
man kindness.  Bitter  he  had  become, 
having  lost  all  his  kindly  and  warm  heart, 
and  looked  coldly  on  his  fellow-mortals. 
It  was  writ  that  a  capitalist,  desperate  in 
search  of  a  loan,  should  call  upon  Oscar. 
He  pleaded,  threatened,  etc.,  but  in  vain; 
Oscar  remained  adamant — naught  cared 
he  for  the  woes  of  others. 

"Alas,  alas,"  cried  the  other,  "I  can  not 
see  why  Fate  shouldst  so  cruel  to  me  be!  " 

"Ah,  my  good  fellow,"  replied  Oscar 
philosophically,  "there  is  much  you  can 
not  see.  For  instance,  you  can  not  see 
that  I  have  a  glass  eye,  or  which  one 
it  IS.  " 

"O  yeh?"  replied  the  other  courteously. 
"Well,  I  knew  you  had  a  glass  eye  and  I 
could  see  it  was  the  left  one  because  it 
had  a  gleam  of  human  kindness  in  it." 

And  evermore  Oscar  remained  a  mis- 
anthrope, scorning  and  shunning  his  fel- 
low-man. but  yet  bleeding  them  as  only 
befits  the  self-respecting  business  man.  He 
had  become  an  old  man  that  year,  and 
decided  to  see  Europe  ere  he  died. 

But  the  gods  averred  otherwise;  it  were 
but  fitting  that  a  life  so  fraught  with 
breathless  adventure  be  climaxed  by  a 
dramatic  end.  A  most  fearful  storm  was 
sent  up  to  wreck  the  constitution  of  the 
great  liner  bearing  Oscar.  A  terrible 
scene  it  was.     The  waters  ran  high  and 


mighty;  the  ill-fated  ship  lay  heavily  on 
her  side,  slowly  sinking  to  her  inevitable 
doom,  and  carrying  her  mortal  life  with 
her.  The  people  were  cowed,  tensed, 
strained — here  and  there  one  became 
panic-stricken  anl  plunged  into  insanity 
to  die  a  shuddering  death.  Life  boats 
snapped  their  stays  and  catapulted  hun- 
dreds of  women  and  children  into  the 
swirling  maelstrom.  The  fearful  screams 
of  the  drowninff  made  the  situation  an 
unearthly,  horrible  nightmare.  Oscar 
realized  that  he  was  about  to  meet  his 
Maker.  But  he  quailed  not  nor  did  he 
tremble.  Of  that  awful  group  only  he 
remained  calm  in  the  consciousness  that 
the  mortal  coils  were  soon  to  be  shuffled 
off.  Gently  his  firm  voice  stilled  the  pray- 
ers of  the  others  as  he  spake  forth: 

".Anybody  here  want  to  buy  a  watch.-" 
His  life  was  completed — ever  a  me- 
morial and  testimonial  to  the  noble  in- 
fluences of  the  Commerce  School,  without 
which  business  would  vet  be  in  its  prim- 
itive, naive  stages.  Let  us  shed  a  tear  for 
poor  Oscar,  but  let  us  also  realize  there 
are  thousands,  nay.  millions,  who  carry 
on  where  he  left  oft. 


"A  terrible  accident,  sir.  I  am  a  law- 
yer; can  I  assist  you  in  getting  damages.-" 

"Damages,  hell!  What  I  need  to  get 
IS   repairs!  " 


'No,  Junior,  that's   not  a  surgeon. 


NINETEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


THE  NEW 

SHOW 

A.  A.  EDELSON 


I  CANNOT  forget  Uncle  Vanya. 
Neither  the  play,  nor  the  spineless 
character.  When  Lillian  Gish  kissed 
her  two  Russian  lovers  farewell,  I  was  as 
a  sentimental  sap  in  Chekhov's  expert 
hands.  The  misery  of  Vanya,  the  older 
and — paradoxically — weaker  of  the  lov- 
ers, began  to  undermine  my  walled-up 
emotion  near  the  end  of  the  play. 

Chekhov's  play  is  a  chef  d'oeuvre  in 
futility.  Mood,  atmosphere,  character, 
mental  agitation  blend  into  a  mellow,  re- 
strained, throbbing,  musical  flow  of  emo- 
tion in  which  a  white,  furtive  hope  beats 
its  tiny  wings  against  the  merciless  steel 
of  futility.  It  is  emotion  which  never 
gets  the  bit  in  its  teeth.  It  is  a  grimly 
merry  complaint  (for  Jed  Harris,  the  pro- 
ducer, insists  that  it  is  comedy)  clothed 
in  charming,  honest  dialog;  and  it  could 
come  only  from  a  sympathetic  spectator 
caught  by  the  minor  sorrows  of  a  people. 
In  these  days  of  go  and  ego,  the  psycho- 
logical iotto  voce  manner  of  the  play,  the 
cruel  love  scenes  and  Vanya's  wrenching 
"madness"  have  a  strong  lure;  midst  our 
unearthly  noise  it  is  not  strange  that 
sometimes  the  shrillness  of  silence  is  over- 
bearing. 

Helena,  who  "like  a  firefly  gets  our  in- 
terest and  gives  no  light,  no  warmth,"  is 
the  hub  of  the  play.  She  is  the  fragile 
Gish  whom  we  all  know,  and  few  of  us 
can  be  so  vulgar  as  not  to  love  the  part. 
Walter  Connolly  (Uncle  Vanya),  Osgootl 
Perkins,  a  normal  Russian  lover  who 
lives  in  frustration,  and  Eugene  Powers, 
as  a  fake  educator,  excellently  maintain 
the  emotional  undercurrent. 


On  the  other  pole  rests  the  Shavian 
banter.  In  The  Apple  Cart  he  substi- 
tutes debate,  pure  and  simple,  for  the  cus- 
tomary iconoclasmic  converse.  He  gives 
us  a  series  of  gunfire  monologs.  Mr. 
Shaw  won't  see  democracy  (can  you  beat 
it.?)  and  he  makes  no  bones  about  its 
cataclysmic  blunders  of  the  future.  Yet, 
although  the  king  wins  the  debate,  Shaw 
far  from  argues  the  case  for  kings,  for 
his  man  is  the  dominant  sort  who  al- 
ways wins. 


King  Magnus  (Tom  Powers),  the 
British  power  of  the  future,  is  probably 
the  cocksurest  of  Shavian  wits.  In  Pro- 
teus (Claude  Rains),  the  significantly 
named  cabinet  leader,  Magnus  is  pro- 
vided with  a  worthy  reason  for  display- 
ing his  vocal  agility.  The  struggle,  the 
one  fighting  for  an  aristocratic  democ- 
racy with  the  sovereign  as  figure-head, 
and  the  other  hanging  to  his  crown  of 
thorns  in  order  to  preserve  England's 
supremacy,  is  the  only  material  action 
Shaw  presents.  In  the  matter  of  ver- 
bosity the  author  has  outdone  himself; 
he  even  found  it  wise  to  insert  a  second- 
act  interlude  (with  an  ancient,  though 
delicious  smack  to  it),  in  which  Magnus 
rolls  about  the  carpet  with  his  platonic 
siren,  Orinthia  (Violet  Kemble  Cooper). 
This  novelty  deserved  better  treatment; 
in  fact  it  is  a  new  Shaw  who  patiently 
tells  Orinthia  whv  Magnus  cannot  marrv 
her. 

There  is  some  notable  chewing  of  old 
cud,  especially  from  Heartbreak^  House, 
and  a  common,  brassy  scene  when  Mag- 
nus refuses  to  become  Emperor  of 
.Xniurrica.  .\fter  the  first  quarter  hour 
devoted  to  the  ab.sence  of  late-comers, 
there  is  not  one  dull  minute  in  the  play. 
The  fluency  ot  the  Theatre  Cniilders  gives 
sparkle  to  each  harangue.  Mr.  Simon- 
son's  costumes  and  scenes,  curiously 
enough,  are  unsure,  halfway  affairs,  not 
much  removed  from  1930  styles. 


Topaze,  the  comedy  with  which  the 
Dramatic  League  opens  its  second  year, 
is  interesting  enough  for  the  editorial  wit 
of  act  one  and  the  static  character  of  the 
tide  part,  but  those  who  ask  for  a  story 
with  their  plays  will  find  here  a  libretto 
kind.  Stripped  of  the  subtlety  of  some 
of  its  wit,  Topaze  is  the  narrative  of  an 
incredulous  (for  dramatic  purposes)  mor- 
alist, a  schoolteacher  whose  specialization 
in  the  plain  virtue  of  impeccable  honesty 
deprives  him  of  his  job.  The  heroine 
(later  to  turn  sentimental),  mistress  ol 
a  city  tax-fund  grafter,  seduces  this  open- 
mouthed    specimen    into    accepting    the 


dummy  position  as  "director"  of  a  spuri- 
ous contracting  agency.  But  the  germ  of 
Lucifer  rests  in  his  noble  bosom,  for 
Topaze  soon  blossoms  forth  with  force, 
wickedness,  selfish  ego  and  inexorable 
nature  of  an  executive,  changes  his  facial 
shrubbery  for  a  waxed  moustache,  usurps 
the  original  rogue  and  appropriates  the 
mistress. 

The  backward  process  of  elementary 
learning  as  seen  in  a  French  private 
school  offers  Frank  Morgan  his  best  op- 
portunity and  he  goes  through  it  with 
erratic  tenderness.  The  French  wit  of 
M.  Pagnol,  the  author,  finds  expression  in 
the  coarse  development  of  fundamental 
observations,  but  the  sheepish  character 
of  the  early  Topaze  drags  too  long 
against  our  capacity  for  credence.  The 
second  play,  beginning  November  3,  is 
Death  Takes  a  Holiday,  an  Italian 
comedy. 


The  colored,  frivolous,  diversified 
splendor  of  the  Italian  renaissance,  with 
an  incident  from  Benvenuto  Cellini's  fic- 
tional autobiography  in  bas-relief,  is  seen 
in  the  first  play  under  the  Goodman's 
new  management.  The  Firebrand  proves 
little  concerning  the  new  policy  of  the 
theatre. 

Edwin  Justus  Mayer's  flashy  picar- 
esque comedy  illustrate  his  ingenuity  in 
working  a  jolly  atmosphere  about  a  pro- 
saic romance  and  none  too  strong  situa- 
tions. Romantic  women  (one  as  dumb 
and  innocent  as  Agnes  in  The  School  for 
Wwes).  a  strutting,  giddy  Medici  and  the 
flattery  and  connivance  of  his  court  set 
oft  well  the  brash  vanity  and  coarse  brag- 
gadocio of  the  renowned  literary  liar, 
Cellini. 

The  performance  approximates  the 
proper  pace  and  the  designs  are  surpris- 
ingly admirable,  but  I  would  much  rather 
see  good  acting.  Harry  Mervis,  Miss 
Ellen  Root  and  a  newcomer.  Earl 
McDonald,  who  acts  a  lesser  Medici,  are 
the  only  ones  in  the  cast  easy  to  listen 
to.  Dario  Shindell,  very  much  better 
than  he  was  two  seasons  ago  in  Appear- 
ances, is  too  youthful  and  earnest  to  be 
the  swaggering,  murdering  Cellini. 
Now  that  the  Goodman  is  playing  the 
commercial  game,  as  we  are  told,  one 
expects  more  than  the  freshness  of  a 
theatre  which  has  the  virtue  of  experi- 
mentation. 


TWENTY 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


HEAVEN 
IN  HELL 

(Fantasy  Under  Gas) 

QUEEN  CLEO  phosphorescing  at  the 
mouth  .  .  .  curves  and  more  curves 
.  .  stringed  spaghetti,  sensuously  twist- 
ing .  .  .  evading  Tonie's  grasp  .  .  .  red, 
very  red,  dago  red  .  .  .  causing  humps 
on  pretty  throats  .  .  .  passive  past  time, 
gurgitation  .  .  .  cutting  in  and  grabbing 
Cleo  .  .  .  quarreling,  fighting  .  .  . 
bloody  daggers  .  .  .  dying  Tonie  steeped 
in  blood  .  .  .  anchors  cast  aside  .  .  . 
swooning  senses  .  .  .  hot  caresses  .  .  . 
effulgent  love  .  .  .  fading,  fleeing,  maso- 
chism .  .  .  esoterical  .  .  .  sweet  essence 
of  honeysuckle  .  .  .  horrendous  deed 
.  .  .  rescinded  soul  .  .  .  weaving  pat- 
terns of  bloody  arms  .  .  .  dripping  scal- 
pel .  .  .  painful  deathstroke  .  .  .  break- 
ing light.     "All  right,  spit  it  out  now." 

K.H. 


LEAVES  FROM  A 

LOONEV  MEDICS  LOOSELEAF 


SOFT 

PROFESSIONS 

T.AMING     WILD     FLOWERS     IN     A     GREEN- 
HOUSE. 

Night    watchman    on    the    sorority 

QUAD. 

Blacksmith  in  Detroit. 
Cook  at  the  phi  kap  house. 
Dietician  in  Armenia. 
Mind   reader   at  a   traveling   sales- 
men's convention. 

Weather  forecaster  on  the  Sahara. 
Editor  of  the  Daily. 


"Doctor,  O  doctor,  help  me  quick — I 
suddenly  feel  all  drawn — I  can  not 
straighten  up — I  can  not  lift  my  head — 
it  must  be  paralysis — O,  is  there  any  hope 
for  me.'" 

"Well,  sir,  it  may  help  you  a  good  deal 
if  you  would  unhitch  the  fourth  button- 
hole of  your  vest  from  the  top  button 
of  your  trousers." 


Some  folks  howl  that  pull  paves  the  only 

real   way — 
These  make  me  awfully  tired; 
I    think   that   the   Big   Shot    in   business 

today 
Is  the  one  who  is  not  often  fired. 


ALCOHOL — For  internal  use  only.  If 
for  external  use,  you  are  wasting  your 
money. 

SPIRITS  OF  AMMONIA  is  a  stim- 
ulant and  is  useful  for  shock  or  weak- 
ness, that  is,  let  us  say,  a  weakness  for 
alcohol. 

SEIDLITZ  POWDERS— They  settle 
you.  Try  them  on  your  creditors.  Then 
see  if  you  are  even. 

OIL  OF  CLOVES— Should  relieve 
toothache.  Don't  expose  your  nerve — to 
anyone  but  your  dentist.  Brushing  your 
teeth  when  you  get  up  in  the  evening  and 
when  retiring  early  in  the  morning  with 
a  whisk  broom  may  prevent  decay.  Oth- 
erwise, use  a  full  size  house  broom. 

TALCUM  POWDER— Used  by  all 
college  boys  and  co-eds  when  they  are 
too  lazy  to  shave. 

COUGHING— If  a  crust  or  bone 
lodges  in  the  throat  and  causes  coughing 
but  does  not  seriously  stop  the  breathing, 
swallowing   some   soft   bread   or  cooked 


potato  will  generally  remove  the  trouble. 
If  not,  a  nine  course  meal  should  do  the 
work.  A  child  may  be  held  by  the  legs 
with  the  head  down,  and  slapped  on  the 
back,  not  to  congratulate  him,  but  be- 
cause he  is  smaller  than  you. 

CINDERS  IN  THE  EYE  are  very 
useful  for  gentlemen  mashers.  Makes 
the  eye  blink  automatically,  saves  trouble 
by  attracting  girls. 

EYE  WASH— Very  handy  for  eyes 
which  have  been  winked  at  passing  girls. 
If  eye  troubles,  or  has  been  blackened 
unnaturally,  remove  it  and  bathe  in  glass. 
Wash,  dry,  and  place  back  in  socket. 

MUSTARD  POWDERS— Used  to 
flavor  hot  dog  sandwiches.  Mustard 
powders  are  also  a  good  remedy  for  con- 
vulsions in  children  caused  by  eating  too 
many  hot  dogs.  Adults  are  supposed  to 
know  when  to  stop. 

SPECIAL  DIRECTIONS  —  Keep 
calm.     Disperse  crowd   by   passing   hat. 

A/.  D. 


"I  hereby  fine  you  $25  for  picking  pockets." 

'Your  honor,  I  only  hare  $15." 

"Officer,  turn  the  prisoner  loose  in  the  crowd  until  he  gets  the  other  $10." 


TWENTY-ONE 


PARROT 


^^So  your  grandfather  died  yesterday:  did  he  have  a  doctor?'* 
"No,  he  died  a  natural  death." 


Cjeorge  Washington,  Sr.:  "Alas,  alas, 
mine  son,  who  hath  chopped  down  mine 
fine  cherry  tree.'" 

Cieorge  Washington,  Jr.:  "I  cannot 
tell  a  he,  dear  father,  I  ciid  it  with  m\' 
little  hatchet." 

Sr.;  "Alas,  alas,  and  I  had  hoped  to 
make  a  lawyer  out  of  you  I" 


Can   I 


"Fm  an  insurance  agent, 
you  any  fire  insurance.'" 

"Sorry,  I  have  it  already,  and  I've  got 
burglary  msurance  as  well." 

"Ah,  but  can  I  sell  you  tornado  insur- 
ance then.'" 

"Hmmmmm,  allnght — but  wait — how 
do  vou  start  a  tornado.-  ' 


HARRIET,  THE  BEAUTIFUL 

DENTAL  HYGIENIST 


I  .\RRIET  WAS  just  meant  for  a  den- 
tist's assistant. 

Perfect  white  teeth  proved  what  could 
be  done  by  the  daily  use  of  our  special 
No.  1  tooth  powder — four  out  of  every 
five  dentists  prescribe  it  for  vour  feet. 
And  one  look  into  this  femmes  blue  eyes 
was  sufficient  anaesthetic  for  any  man, 
boy,  or  Psi  O.  Pain.'  The  person  who 
could  think  of  toothache  while  gazing 
at  Harriet,  would  crab  about  the  postage 
on  a  gift  of  ten  million  dollars. 

There  was  just  one  thing  wrong  with 
Harriet.  She  never  handed  a  man  the 
right  tool.  If  you  needed  forceps,  she 
gave  you  a  drill.  If  you  wanted  a  needle, 
you  were  sure  to  get  a  saw.  Some  en- 
vious Delta  Sigma  Delt's  said  that  was 
because  she  lived  in  the  Cass  Hotel,  and 
didn't  get  enough  sleep.  The  real  reason 
was  that  she  adored  dentists,  and  thought 
that  these  smart  men  would  come  out  at 
the  bottom,  no  matter  what  tool  vou  gave 
them. 


We've  never  discovered  how  Harriet 
managed  to  graduate.  One  dent  whis- 
pered that  it  was  a  pull,  but  we  didn't 
bclie\e  him.  Anyway,  she  earned  her 
nory  toothbrush,  and  got  a  good  job 
with  the  Ace  Comb  Company,  cleaning 
and  repairing  teeth. 

A  big  contract  took  our  beautiful  hero- 
ine to  South  America,  but  she  couldn't 
understand  Spanish  teeth,  so  she  filled 
in  for  a  while  with  the  Reversible  Teeth 
Mfg.  Co. 

Harriet  was  now  hanging  on  to  the 
ladder  of  success  by  her  teeth,  but  she 
still  had  blue  eyes.  On  the  boat  coming 
home,  she  met  P.  K.  Wrigley,  a  big  gum 
and  rubber  manufacturer,  and  promised 
to  clean  plates  for  him  the  rest  of  her 
life. 

But  Harriet  never  forgot  the  tlcntists 
she  had  dated  back  at  McKinlock.  In 
her  home  hangs  their  beautiful  motto, 
framed  in  wisdom  teeth:  "Remember, 
this   hurts  me   worse  than   it  does  vou.  " 

F.  A.G. 


The  clinical  psychology  class  was  vis- 
iting the  state  hospital  for  the  mentally 
ill.  The  first  case  witnessed  was  that  of 
a  gloomy  young  man,  who  did  naught 
but  sit  very  dejectedly  and  stare  unceas- 
ingly at  the  floor.  Nothing  aroused  his 
attention,  nothing  interested  him. 

The  guard  e.xplained:  "A  sad  case. 
He  was  engaged  to  a  girl,  and  just  when 
he  was  about  to  marry  her  she  ran  off 
with  another  man.  He  has  never  recov- 
ered."  A  tear  or  two  was  properly  shed, 
and  the  group  passed  on.  Many  cases 
were  observed  and  explained.  Towards 
the  close  of  the  visit,  the  group  observed 
a  lone  man  in  a  padded  cell.  He  was  the 
true  maniac,  smashing  himself  into  the 
walls,  screaming  and  shrieking  gibberish, 
tearing  his  hair  and  undergoing  violent 
actions. 

Again  the  guard  explained:  "Remem- 
ber the  first  case  I  mentioned — of  the 
young  man  whose  girl  ran  away  with 
another  man.-  Well,  this  is  the  other 
man  who  marrieti  her. "' 


Profcsiional, 
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P  A  R  RO 


BALLISTIC 
BILL 


at 


"^O    BILL'S    studying    Ballistics 

^^   Northwestern  University?"  asked 
seventy     year     old     Mrs.     Jones. 
"What's  that.'" 

"Why,"  hesitated  the  fond  mother, 
Mrs.  Scott,  "that's  where  they  take  the 
guns  away  from  the  gangsters  and  ex- 
amine the  bullets  to  find  out  who  killed 
Lingle. " 

"Anyway,  Mrs.  Scott,  you  must  feci 
safe  seeing  that  your  son  is  in  Evans- 
ton.- " 

"But  he  isn't,  Mrs.  Jones.  This  work 
is  done  downtown  in  Chicago,  on  the 
McKinlock  Campus." 

"Why,  can't  the  Evanston  police  take 
the  guns  away  from  the  gangsters.-" 

"Something  like  that.  Son  said  that 
the  Evanston  police  can  take  checks  bet- 
ter— whatever  he  meant.  Anyway,  I'm 
glad  that  Bill  is  going  to  be  in  Chicago. 
I  won't  have  to  move  to  Evanston  and 
sublease  my  flat." 

"It  certainly  will  save  you  a  lot  of 
trouble,  Mrs.  Scott.  But  what  I  can't 
understand  is  how  the  police  get  the  guns 
to  test  away  from  the  gangsters." 

"Bill  said  that  it  was  very  simple.  They 
merely  put  the  gangster  in  some  lecture 
room,  and  after  the  first  ten  minutes  of 
the  professor's  talk,  he  is  sound  asleep 
so  that  it  is  no  trouble  at  all  to  take  the 
gun  away  from  him." 

"These  professors  and  policemen  are 
certainly  very  clever,  Mrs.  Scott.  At 
least  in  one  respect,  they're  alike." 

"In  what  way,  Mrs.  Jones.'" 

"Neither  class  gets  paid  very  often." 

M.D. 


A  doctor  is  a  man  whose  profession  it 
is  to  kill  you  today  so  that  you  may  not 
die  tomorrow. 


"My  charge  for  drawing  teeth  is  $5,  but 
I'll  lake  care  of  you  for  $3." 

"Weel,  could  ye  be  aloosenin'  it  a  nee 
hit  for  a  quarter?" 


"But — er — my  dear  Miss  Lade.  I'm  a  foot  specialist- 


Attorney  for  the  defense  (to  witness): 
"Ah,  and  do  I  understand  that  you  are 
the  nephew  of  that  infamous  and  notori- 
ous Wesley  Weasel,  that  religious  hypo- 
crite, tax-dodger,  puppy-kicker,  stony- 
hearted old  miser .'^" 

Witness:  "Well,  you  can  ask  him,  he's 
over  there  with  Pop  settin'  on  the  jury." 


"I  hereby  sentence  you  to  ninety-nine 
years  in  the  state  penitentiary.  Have  you 
anything  to  address  the  court.' " 

"Well,    I    guess    you're    pretty 
with  another  man's  time." 


With  a  lot  of  people  paying  for  their 
babies  on  the  installment  plan,  we  expect 
to  see  any  day  now  a  sign  from  the  win- 
dow of  a  doctor's  office  advertising  "Re- 
possessed Babies. " 

♦ 

"So  your  girl  refused  to  become  a 
Christian  Scientist.'  " 

"Yes,  after  seeing  some  N.  V.  medical 
students,  she  can't  reconcile  herself  to  the 
abstract  treatments.  " 


lib. 


"Well,  goodby.  Doc." 

"Just  a  moment,  $50  please." 

"What  for.'" 

"For   medical   advice   prescribed." 

"O,  that's  all  right — ain't  gonna  take 


MODERN 

MOTHER  GOOSE 

Liquor  me,  liquor  me.  Doc; 
The  patients  line  up  the  block. 
With  fits  and  conniptions 
They  yell  for  prescriptions; 
O  liquor  me,  liquor  me.  Doc. 

J.  W. 
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Stranger:  "Beg  pardon,  but  is  there  a 
school  of  Chiropody  here?" 

McKinlock:  "No,  all  the  hoofers  are  up 
at  Evanston." 

Lawyer  (to  witness):  "Did  you  or  did 
you  not,  on  the  aforementioned  day  of 
Friday,  July  the  eleventh,  in  the  year  of 
our  Lord  nineteen  hundred  and  thirty, 
at  twenty  minutes  past  eight  o'clock  at 
night,  feloniously  and  with  malicious 
aforethought,  peer  through  the  keyhole 
of  the  fourth  floor  rear  apartment  occu- 
pied by  the  defendant  at  1234  South 
Halsted  St.,  and  did  you  not  also  see  the 
defendant  wilfully  and  earnestly  strike 
his  lawfully  wedded  wife  upon  her  right 
eye  so  that  he  did  cause  her  great  pain, 
anguish,  humiliation,  chagrin,  grief,  and 
mortification,  and  did  you  not  on  the 
Monday  following  the  aforementioned 
Friday  in  the  year  nineteen  hundred  and 
thirty  communicate  to  your  lawfully 
wedded  wife  the  scene  you  did  witness 
before  referred  to,  with  the  direct  result 
that  your  wife  did  spread  the  gossip 
about  and  so  gave  great  currency  and  be- 
lief to  exaggerated  reports  of  the  before 
mentioned  scene?  Did  you  or  did  you 
not?     Answer  yes  or  no!" 

Witness:     "Huh?" 


"Hah,  I  didn't  take  Commerce  train- 
ing for  nothing.  Only  yesterday  I  sold 
a  dog  for  |10,000." 

"Marvelous,  let  me  have  a  couple  of 
hundred. " 

"Can't,  I  didn't  get  cash;  I  got  two  cats 
at  $5,000  apiece." 


The  young  lady  in  the  dentist's  chair 
could  not  open  her  mouth  to  have  a 
tooth  removed  because  of  an  inherent 
fear.  The  dentist  was  puzzled,  but  soon 
solved  the  problem.  He  said  to  his  as- 
sistant: 

"Now  you  stand  behind  her,  and  when 
I  bring  the  forceps  to  her  mouth,  jab 
this  hat-pin  up  clear  through  the  bottom 
of  the  chair;  she'll  open  her  mouth  to 
say  "Ouch!',  and  Fll  get  the  tooth  then." 

The  plan  worked  perfectly  and  the 
dentist  held  the  removed  tooth  in  his 
forceps.  The  young  lady  sighed  with  re- 
lief and  spoke: 

"Ooh,  doctor,  I  had  no  idea  the  roots 
of  a  tooth  went  down  so  deep!  " 
■*■ 

We  cannot  see  why  a  guy  with  a  per- 
fectly good  name  like  Moler  had  to  go 
and  found  a  Barber  College  instead  of 
a  Dental  School. 


St.  Peter  ( to  Commerce  student  and 
Liberal  Arts  student  applying  at  Gates 
of  Heaven):  "I  find  I  can  let  both  of 
you  gentlemen  enter,  and  as  a  reward  for 
your  earthly  good  deeds  I  shall  grant 
each  of  you  a  wish.  You,  sir,  what  do 
you  wish  for?" 

Liberal  Arts  Student:  "Fd  like  to  have 
a  million  dollars." 

St.  Peter:  "Granted — here  it  is,  and 
you,  sir,  what  do  you  wish  for?" 

Commerce  Student:  "Fifteen  dollars' 
worth  of  fake  jewelry,  and  a  half  hour 
alone  with  that  guy." 


Letter  from  new  graduate  of  our  well- 
known  law  school  to  magistrate  in  South- 
ern town:  "I  wish  to  open  a  legal  prac- 
tice m  your  town.  I  am  a  Republican 
and  an  honest  man.  What  are  the  pos- 
sibilities for  me?  " 

Letter  from  magistrate:  "If  you  are  a 
Republican  the  game  laws  will  protect 
you.  If  you  are  an  honest  man  you  need 
fear  no  competition." 


"Doctor,  we  want  to  know  about  this 
bovine  virus  it  says  here  in  the  paper  the 
foreign  doctors  is  using.  What  is  this 
bovine  virus?" 

"Hmmmm — bovine  virus  derives  its 
name  from  its  great  discoverer:  the  emi- 
nent French  scientist.  Dr.  (leorge  W. 
Bovine. " 

"See,  didn't  I  tell  you  these  doctors 
know  everything?" 


Letter  received  by  citizen  from  attor- 
ney: "You  are  charged  with  alienating 
the  affections  of  the  wife  of  my  client 
Mr.  John  Smith.  Unless  you  come  to 
my  office  next  Wednesday  I  shall  begin 
suit  for  $10,000  damages." 

Letter  in  reply  to  attorney:  "I  have 
received  your  circular  letter  and  shall  at- 
tend the  meeting." 

■*■ 

English  barrister,  who  has  heard  much 
of  the  peculiar  method  of  justice  in  some 
of  our  United  States,  is  introduced  to 
American  young  lady  named  Miss  Lynch. 

".\h,"  he  exclaims  politely,  "daughter 
of  the  Chief  Justice,  no  doubt?" 


Enterprising  young  man  graduates 
Commerce  School  and  sets  up  shoe-shin- 
ing place.  Makes  much  business  by 
hanging  out  sign: 

"One  Shoe  Shined  Free." 


Silently,  masterfully  he  leans  over  her. 
He  is  determined,  already  raising  his 
cruel  hand,  but  she,  too,  is  determined. 
Her  mouth  is  set  firmly,  and  terror  sits 
in  her  eyes.  Heedless  of  her  fear  he 
speaks  exasperatedly,  "Just  a  little  wider, 
please,  and  the  tooth  will  soon  be  out." 

"Your  honor,  we  the  jury  find  the  ac- 
cused not  guilty. " 

"What!  A  self-confessed  murderer  of 
his  wife,  his  six  children,  his  mother,  his 
father,  and  his  mother-in-law.  How  can 
you  acquit  him?" 

"Well,  your  honor,  we  figured  there's 
been  enough  deaths  in  the  family  al- 
ready." 


iTOHTft 


"Now  this  pill  is  for  your  stomach,  this 
one  for  your  liver,  and  that  one  for  your 
kidneys." 

"Gosh,  Doc,  how  do  those  things  know 
where  to  go  inside?" 
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BOOKS    OF 
THE   MONTH 


Margaret  Kiner,  Editor 


THE  DEEPENING 

STREAM 

Dorothy  Canfield 

IT  IS  inevitable,  of  course,  that  a  com- 
parison should  be  made  between  The 
Deepening  Stream  and  Years  of  Grace 
since  both  deal  with  the  development  of 
a  child  through  adolescence  and  young 
maidenhood  to  a  rich  and  full  maturity. 
With  all  due  respect  to  Mrs.  Barnes,  it 
must  be  admitted  that  The  Deepening 
Stream  is  the  better  piece  of  work, 
marked  by  greater  sincerity  and  under- 
standing. 

In  the  psychological  development  of 
Matey,  the  principal  character,  Mrs. 
Fisher's  work  is  flawless.  Matey  is  first 
revealed  by  means  of  the  brief  incidents 
which  are  all  she  remembers  of  her  child- 
hood; as  her  life  broadens  and  becomes 
enriched  by  experience,  her  story  is  told 
in  greater  detail  and  with  more  contin- 
uity. Matey  is  a  person  worth  knowing 
— sincere,  lovable,  and  sensitive — almost 
too  sensitive,  according  to  her  brother. 
Human,  too;  as  Matey  says  of  herself, 
"It  takes  so  long  for  me  to  get  anything 
through  my  head!" 

The  other  characters  are  all  quite  as 
believable,  but  none  quite  so  charming  as 
Matey,  unless  it  is  her  gentle  and  frank- 
spoken  Quaker  father-in-law.  A  worldly- 
wise  philosopher  is  old  Adrian  Fort, 
neither  cynical  nor  saccharine. 

At  first  the  book  seems  somewhat  over- 
balanced because  of  the  prominence  given 
to  the  war.  On  second  thought,  why 
shouldn't  the  war  be  prominent?  To  the 
college  student  of  today,  the  war  is 
merely  a  vague  memory  kept  alive  by 
novels  and  motion  pictures;  to  the  men 
and  women  of  Matey  Gilbert's  genera- 
tion, the  war  was  the  most  exciting  and 
most  horrible  period  of  their  lives.  Mrs. 
Fisher  makes  no  attempt  to  glorify  war, 
but  neither  does  she  possess  the  bitter- 
ness and  disillusionment  of  modern  war 


novelists.  Matey  and  her  husband  are 
still  struggling  with  the  bewildering 
"Why?  "  at  the  close  of  the  book,  but  one 
feels  somehow  that  they  are  going  to  find 
an   answer. 

It's  worth  reading,  this  new  book  of 
Dorothy  Canfield's,  and  for  once  the 
blurb  on  the  jacket  is  true. 

Kathenne  Shea. 


THIS  PURE 

YOUNG  MAN 

Irving  Fineman 

THIS  PURE  YOUNG  MAN  is  an 
attempted  portrayal  (and  a  good  one, 
although  mythical)  of  a  CJalahad  in 
this  age  that  seeks  temptations  instead 
of  avoiding  them.  Roger,  the  pure  young 
man,  has  only  one  interest  in  life — the 
study  of  architecture.  The  dissipations 
and  risque  conversations  of  his  room- 
mate, Harry,  the  barbaric  methods  used 
in  the  college  fraternity  initiations,  and 
the  superficialities  of  college  life  itself  are 
outside  the  realm  of  his  thought  and  he 
cannot  bring  himself  to  join  them.  Yet, 
one  evening,  as  a  result  of  a  bold  sug- 
gestion of  Harry's,  he  discovers  that  he 
is  not  so  different  from  the  rest  after  all 
and  has  a  desire  deep  down  in  the  "pit- 
fall of  his  soul"  to  have  a  good  time  with 
the  others.  But  you  must  remember 
Roger  is  a  pure  young  man  with  only 
one  interest  in  life,  so  he  sets  out  to 
crush  his  temptation.  Imagine,  if  you 
can,  a  boy  who  slips  away  from  a  wild 
party  in  New  York  celebrating  a  foot- 
ball victory  to  study  the  architecture  of 
the  Woolworth  building! 

If  Miss  White's  /  Lived  This  Story 
is  a  true  revelation  of  college  life  and 
a  challenge  to  sororities,  Mr.  Fineman's 
book  is  an  even  more  powerful  one. 
In  view  of  his  age,  experience,  under- 
standing, et  cetera,  he  is  better  quali- 
fied to  present  this  story  of  the  idealist 
who  found  himself  a  misfit  in  the  mod- 


ern college,  who  fought  to  maintain  his 
ideals  and  to  overcome  his  "high  pres- 
sure" virtue  which  probably  was  only 
timidity  after  all,  then  Miss  White  is  to 
present  her  story  of  a  sordid  experience 
which  might  belong  to  any  equally  sor- 
did girl  whether  she  were  in  college  and 
a  sorority  or  not.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
of  the  two  phases  of  college  life  pre- 
sented, Mr.  Fineman's  is  the  truer,  more 
powerful  and  more  interesting. 

Jerry   Dodge. 


BLACK 
SOIL 

Josephine  Donovan 

THE  TITLE  Blac\  Soil  suggests  a 
vibrant,  teeming  soil,  a  recompense 
for  life  and  its  failures.  Black  soil! 
It  means  Willa  Gather's  Antonia,  stolid, 
impenetrable,  afraid,  alone  in  her  secret, 
fighting  the  soil  for  escape.  It  means 
Edna  Ferber's  Lena,  swaying  between  the 
rows  of  plants,  a  bunch  of  radishes  in 
her  hair,  defying  nature  to  break  her 
spirit,  fighting  for  it.  It  means  Martha 
Ostenso's  Judith,  Hinging  herself  onto  the 
freshly  plowed  ground,  beating  it  with 
her  hands,  fighting  for  her  one  ideal, 
love.  It  means  Elizabeth  Maddox  Rob- 
ert's Ellen  Chesser,  fighting  for  freedom, 
expression.  It  means  Bess  Strecter  Aid- 
rich's  beautiful  Margaret,  fighting  to 
keep  the  lantern  in  her  hand  aglow:  a 
story,  a  picture,  a  string  of  pearls.  And 
Blac\  Soil,  the  book,  means  none  of  these 
things. 

It  is  the  story  of  Tim  and  Nell  Connor 
who  moved  to  Iowa  in  the  first  flush  of 
their  youthful  enthusiasm,  raised  a  large 
family  on  little  more  than  mush  and 
milk,  saw  their  crops  repeatedly  de- 
stroyed by  grasshoppers,  endured  pitiless 
winters,  crushing  defeats,  victories,  and 
little  pleasure.  It  is  the  ordinary  story 
of  every  pioneer  family.  Moving?  Yes, 
but  only  as  any  story  of  suffering  and 
despair  is  moving.  It  leaves  the  reader 
waiting  for  the  completion  of  details 
hinted  at  and  never  fulfilled,  waiting  for 
some  deep,  human  climax,  for  some  rea- 
son why  other  than  the  contradictory 
"God  is  Good."  It  lacks  the  deep,  rich 
characterization  of  its  pioneering  fore- 
bears, the  feeling  that  you  have  made  a 
new  friend  through  the  pages  of  a  book. 
Margaret  Kiner. 
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PARROTINGS 


Betsy  Day,  Editor 


Aspiring  youth  (to  prospective  em- 
ployer): And  you'll  pay  me  what  I'm 
worth  ? 

Big  Man:    I'll  do  better  than  that;  I'll 
give  you  a  small  salary  to  start  with. 
V .  of  Buffalo  "Bison." 

♦^ 

He:    Girls  are  prettier  than  boys. 

She:    Why,  naturally. 
He:    No,  artificially. 

U.  of  Buffalo  "Bison." 


They  cure  Scotch  people  from  stutter- 
ing by  making  them  talk  over  the  long 
distance  telephone. 

Make  room  for  the  one  about  the 
Scotch  murderer  who.  when  entering  the 
death  chamber,  complained  to  the  war- 
den that  he  was  being  over-charged. 

Penn  State  "Froth." 


Hoover  has  lived  up  to  his  name  all 
right.  It  seems  as  though  most  every- 
body has  been  cleaned. 

Some  people  claim  that  Tom  Thumb 
golf  courses  are  difficult.  On  the  con- 
trary, we  have  found  that  most  of  them 
are  pipes. 

Harvard  "Lampoon." 

-^ 

"You  reminti  me  of  a  Packard  motor." 
"Because  I  am  so  strong  and  silent?" 
"No,  because  you  idle  so  easily. " 

Harvard  "Lampoon." 

■*■ 

Kriss:   "Wanna  go  on  a  date  tonight.-" 
Kross:    "Who  with.-" 
Kriss:    "Two  working  girls  I  know." 
Kross:  "Naw,  I'm  afraid  of  these  work- 
ing girls.    They  say  most  of  'em  love  to 
make  a  living." 

Stevens   Tech   "Stone  Mill." 


"Do  you  drink.-" 
"No." 

"Then  hold  this  quart  while  I  tie  my 
shoelace." 

Stevens  Tech  "Stone  Mill." 


Freshman:  "Where's  the  Phi  Beta  Kap- 
pa house.?     I  found  the  key  to  the  door." 

Randolph-Macon  "Old  ALiid." 

♦■ 

Last  night  I  gave  my  girl  a  wrist 
watch  and  tonight  I'm  going  to  give  her 
the  works.  .Arizona  "Kitty-Cat." 


Frosh:    "Quick,  bring  the  flit  there's  a 
fly  in  my  soda.  " 

Colgate  "Banter." 

■*■ 

"I'm    stork    mad,  "    said   the   father   of 
fifteen. 

Rice  "Oivl." 


When  I  sat  down  at  the  piano  they  all 
snickered. 

But  when  I  picked  it  up  and  threw  it 
out  the  window  they  knew  I  had  been 
takmg  Strongfort's  course  in  physical  cul- 
ture. 

Kentucky  "Moonshine." 


B — ooks  unbought 
U — nprepared  lessons 
S — peedy  parties 
T — rot  along  home,  freshman. 
Slate  "Lion." 


Professor:  "I  am  going  to  speak  on 
liars  today.  How  many  of  you  have  read 
chapter  twenty-five?" 

( Nearly  all  the  students  raise  their 
hands.) 

Professor:  "Ciood'  You  are  the  very 
group  to  which  I  wish  to  speak.  There 
is  no  twenty-fifth  chapter." 

Cornell  "Ollapod." 

♦ 

")ust  why  does  the  sun  set?" 
"So  It  can  hatch  another  day. " 

Lehigh  "Burr." 


She:    "Look,  there's  my  Otto." 
He:      "That's     no     auto,     that's     the 
coach." 

Carnegie  Tech  "Puppet." 

♦ 

"My  girl  won't  speak  to  me." 
"Why  not.'" 

"I   sent   her  flowers   for   her  birthday, 
which  is  3  days  before  Mother's  Day. 
"Yeah?" 
".\nd  they  were  relayed  three  days." 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 

-^ 

"Say,  will  you  help  me  find  the  owner 
of  this  trolly-line?" 

"Sure,    where    have    you    looked    for 
him.-" 

"Well,  I've  been  on  his  track  all  day." 
Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


.\  frosh  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 
.\s  far  as  he  could  learn, 
He  stood  in  perfect  safety 
For  he  was  too  green  to  burn. 

JJ .  of  Washington  "Columns." 

*■ 

Then  there  was  the  undertaker  who, 
when  he  put  10  corpses  in  a  truck, 
sighed:    "Not  a  coffin,  a  carload. " 

U.  of  Washington  "Columns." 


"Ah,  the  pause  that  refreshes!  "  said  the 
English  professor  when  he  saw  the 
comma  in  the  freshman  theme." 

Buc\neU  "Bell  Hop." 


1st  junior:     "Why,   hello.  Bill.     How 

was  your  vacation?  " 

2nd  fourth  year  man:  "Terrible." 

1st  junior:  "That's  tough.    I  still  have 

my  pin,  too." 

Buc/^nell  "Bell  Hop." 


She:     "What    happens    to    Mormons 
when  they  leave  the  faith?" 

He:     "They   come  east  and   turn   ice- 
men!" 

Buc\nell  "Bell  Hop." 


What  kind  of  a  dog  is  that? 
He  is  an  air-tight  dog. 
What  do  you  mean  air-tight? 
Half  airedale  and  half  Scotch  terrier. 
Dartmouth  "]ac\   O'Lantern." 


Barber:    "You  say  you've  been  here  be- 
fore?    I  can't  remember  you.  " 

\'isitor:    "Oh,  it's  all  healed  up  again." 
.Y.   y.  C.  C.  "Mercury." 


"He  had  a  lust  in  his  eye  so  they  made 
him  a  movie  director." 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 


I  think  Ted's  girl  is  pretty. 
Pretty  ? 
Pretty  bad. 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 

■*■ 

"Do  you   know   of  any  good  wav   to 
make  money?  " 

"No,  but  I  know  of  a  bad  wav  to  make 
good  money. " 

JVisconsin  "Octopus." 


PRACTICAL 

Stump  speaker  (bashfuUv):  "I'm  a 
practical  farmer.  Mention,  if  you  can, 
just  one  thing  I  can't  do  on  the  farm." 

Voice  from  the  rear:    "Can  you  lav  an 

eatT?  " 

Harvard  "Lampoon." 
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NEW 


'PAINTED  WITH  LIGHT'' 

WORLD'S  FAIR  LIGHTING       RADIUM  PAINTINGS 
MORS    D'OEUVRE  AND  OYSTER     BAR 


BEN 

BERNIEJfl 

AND    HIS    ORCHESTRA      |  /pK^ 


FRESH  FROM  HOLLYWOOD 
TRIUMPHS 

COLOR  ORGAN   DANCE 

FLOOR  WITH  SURFACE 

OF  TEAK    AND 

EBONY 


hoTS^Mn 


NO 

COVER 
CHARGE 

UNTIL  9:30  PR 


NEW 

COLLEGE  IN H 

CENTER    OF   CHICAGO'S    NIGHT-LIFE 

IN  HOTEL  SHERMAN- -RANDOLPH  AT  CLARK  STREET 
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For  a  New  Eyeglass  Comfort 

Try  These  Litewate 

Puritan  Rimless  Spectacles 


IF  you  are  not  already  wearing  them,  you 
will  he  astounded  by  the  sheer  lightness, 
the  gentle  almost  imperceptible  touch  of 
ear  pieces  which  hold  lenses  firmly  and 
correctly  in  place,  and  by  the  complete  lack 
of  noticeable  pressure  upon  the  nose.  Made 
like  fine  jewelry — with  high  tensile  strength 
in  slim  gold  parts — they  are  better  looking 
and  more  comfortable.  You  will  have  a 
new  experience  with  Puritan  Litewate 
Spectacles.  And  once  having  worn  them, 
we  believe,  you  will  wear  no  other. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

105  N.  Wabash  Ave.        78  E.  Jackson  Blvd. 
18  S.  La  Salle  St.  1645  Orrington  Ave..  Evaoston 


TheStyle— Wise  Woman  Chooses— 
BLACK  SUEDE  FOOTWEAR 

$4  and    $  5 

Prices  made  possible  only  by 
tremendous  production  and 
low   operating    expense 

STYLE 

QUALITY 

VALUE! 

Women's  Fine  Chiffon  Hosiery 

in  the  shades  which  are  accept- 
ed   for   the    Darker  Modes  of 
the  Season. 

S-jOO  $'|25  $-145 

HOSIERY    IXViy  I  /mm    SHOES 
FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

619  Davis  Street 


'DASHERY 


With  the  wind  howling  around  U.  H. 
we  begin  to  look  to  our  winter  wardrobe 
and  especially  overcoats.  Two  types  of 
town  overcoats  are  illustrated  here,  both 
of  the  smarter  double-breasted  types  for 
autumn  and  winter. 

The  one  with  broad  lapels,  a  broad 
overlap  and  set-in  pockets  with  flaps — the 
more  formal  of  the  two — is  particularly 
good  in  dark  grey  or  blue,  and  may  be 
worn  with  formal  and  informal  clothes 
either  during  the  day  or  in  the  evening. 
In  its  lines,  it  is  distinctly  an  English 
type  of  coat  and  is  the  latest  fashion. 


•  VANITY   FAIP 


Patch  pockets  and  strap  seams  make 
the  other  coat  a  less  formal  one,  but,  in 
the  proper  materials,  it  also  is  a  town  coat. 
In  various  shades  of  brown,  blue,  grey 
and  green  it  is  quite  correct  with  busi- 
ness clothes,  even  though  it  may  be  made 
of  the  rougher  tweeds. 

Although  a  heavy  silk  robe  is  just  the 
utmost  in  comfort  to  the  fellow  burning 
midnight  oil  over  the  books,  one  can 
hardly  wear  it  while  shaving.  For  a  robe 
of  this  type  is  distinctly  a  lounging  robe 
— never  a  bath  or  beach  robe. 

For  the  bath  a  robe  of  Turkish  towel- 
ing is  practical  and  correct.  The  more 
prominent  styles  are  made  either  like 
a  double-breasted  polo  coat  with  large 
patch  pockets,  or  single  breasted  with  a 
deep  shawl  collar. 

(Copyright,  1930,  by  Vanity  Fair) 
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She:     "Are  my  lips  the  first  you  have 
kissed?" 

Liar:    "Yes  and  the  very  nicest  too." 
Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Dentist:    "All  right,  madame,  you  may 
expectorate  now." 

Madame:    "Expect  vvhut.?" 


Dame:    "Oh,  steward.    Is  there  a  bath- 
tub on  this  boat?" 

Stew:     "No,  madam.     You'll  have  to 
be  washed  overboard." 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


Discounts  to  Students 
Einar  A.  Lindahl 

]  eweler 

Mrs.  Seeley 
Greeting  Cards 


522  Davis  St. 
Evanston,  11!. 
"Phone  Greenleaf  7373 


Specializing  in 
Watch, dockland 
Jewelry  repairing 


Open  Evenings 


The  Campus 
Studio  Is 
Open 

Make  appointments  for  Syllabus 
photosraphs  now.  Our  special 
studio  for  Northwestern  students 
is  now  open  in  the  John  F.  hiahn 
building. 

M ATZ  E  N  E 

The  Syllabus  Photographer 
1618   Orrington   Avenue 


ALL  AMERICAN  JACK  ELDER: 
.   .   .   "One  of  the  best  college  stories  I  have 
erer  read!" 


Huddle 


IN  THE  NOVEMBER  ISSUE 

College  Humor 

MAGAZINE 


"I  know  of  no  contemporary  who  is  better 
qualified  to  write  modern  football  fiction  than 
Francis  Wallace;  this  is  particularly  true  of 
the  kind  of  football  we  play  at  Notre  Dame, 
as  he  has  had  an  opportunity  to  observe  it 
from  the  inside  for  the  last  eleven  years. 

"I  know  that  in  his  first  novel.  Huddle, 
the  football  scenes  both  on  and  off  the  field 
will  be  authoritative  and  authentic;  more  so, 
perhaps,  than  any  long  football  story  of 
recent  years." 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


SAVING 
EXTRA 

EFFORT 


If  you  call  at  the  office 
for  your  "Parrot",  or  if 
you  borrow  your  copy 
each  month,  save  your- 
self this  extra  effort.  It  s 
much  more  convenient 
to  subscribe. 

brings  you  all  six  remain- 
ing issues  —  mailed  to 
your  address!  Enclose 
the  coupon  below  with 
your  remittance,  and  en- 
joy the  best  of  college 
comedy  the  remainder  of 
the  year. 

PLCPLE 

PACCOT 


PURPLE 

PARROT 

101  University 

Hall,  E 

vanston,  II 

inois 

Enclosed  is 

$1.25. 

Mail  me 

the  December 

and  suc- 

ceeding  issues  of  th 

z  "Parrot' 

for  the  balance  of  the      | 

school  year. 

■"" 

Address 

City 

.  State  

Resident  of  Foster  House:  "Say,  is 
this  tea  or  coffee.'" 

"Can't  you  tell  by  the  taste.'"' 

"No." 

"Well,  what  difference  does  it  make 
then.'" 


JEST  LIKE  HIS  POPP.\! 

Teacher:  "What  is  the  interest  on  a 
thousand  dollars  for  two  years  at  2  per 
cent.'    Abe,  pay  attention!" 

Abe:  "For  2  per  cent,  teacher,  I  ain't 
interested." 

Dirge. 

Chemistry  Prof:  "Miss  Smith,  you 
may  tell  us  what  vou  know  about 
nitrides." 

"Well — uh — I'd   hate   to  say." 


"I  hear  your  Dental  School  is  giving 
a  play." 

"Yeh,  and  did  you  hear  that  I  made 
the  cast'" 


Absent-minded  professor's  wife:  Wait, 
John.  Are  you  sure  you've  forgotten 
everything.' 


This  Is  "Mum"   Time 


iit 


ALT  X/aNDEP^ 


XORTHSHORE  HOTEL 

1605  Chicago  Avenue 

Phone  Univ.  9666-9667 


Flowers  appropriate 
for  every  occasion 


A  complete  Jiew  ser- 
vice/or discriminat- 
ing people 


fr^^  to  the  First  1,000  students  men- 
tioning  this  "ad"  I  will  give  abso- 
lutely FREE  a  two-color  printing 
of  Christine  McCaffey's(N.U. "06) 
beautiful    literary     effort    entitled 

"A  COLLEGE  SYMPHONy." 

E.    L.    KAPPELMAN 

PRINTER  at  806  Post  Office  Place 

TELEPHONE   UNIV.  0733 


T  U   I   D  T  V 
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"Know  a  good  place  where  I  can  eat 
cheap?" 

"Try  the  Foster  House;  you  can  eat 
dirt  cheap  there." 


First  Frat  Man:  Who's  that  crazy, 
funny-looking  kid  over  there? 

Second  Frat  Man:  His  father  is  a  mil- 
lionaire. 

First  Frat  Man:  Nice  fellow,  isn't  he? 
]]'cuiipiis. 


Some  of  our  contributors  who  hand  in 
original  jokes  look  very  young  for  their 
age. 


Louis  Beauty  Salon 


Individual  Supervision 
Specialist  in  Realistic  Permanents 

GEORGIAN  HOTEL,  EVANSTON,  ILL. 

University  66<>2     Greenleaf  4100 

Facial.s     Hair  Cutting      MarceUing    Hair  Goods 
Toilet  Preparations 


Perfect  Facilities 

for 

Entertaining 

The  Georgian  provides  each  hostess 
with  the  services  for  the  perfect 
arrangements  most  appropriate  to 
her  plans,  the  handling  of  her  enter- 
tainment,  large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties — even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Reception 
following  are  held  here  with  the  ex- 
ceptional success  that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and  Banquet 

Services   available    in   spaciousness 

with  Complete  privacy. 

tCfje  (Georgian 

An  Address  of  Distinction 

Davis  at  Hinm.an  A.  E.  Degerman 

Evanston  '-  Manager 

Telephone  Greenleaf  4100 


LORD'S 


FOUNTAIN    SQUARE 


Warm  Flannel  Robes 


Attractively  Priced 


Blue 

Purple 

Orange 


$ir95 


5 


Orchid 

Rose 

Brown 


Hours  of  relaxation  and  study  are  much 
gayer  when  brightened  with  flannel  robes  as 
striking  as  these  mannish  ones.  Brilliant 
blazer  stripes  in  smart  color  combinations. 
Pockets,  notched  or  shawl  collars  and  belts. 
Small,  medium  and  large  sizes. 

Lord's  Negligees — Second  Floor 


THIRTy-ONE 


PURPLE 
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Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  ahvays  a  satisfaction 

Because    you     serve    yourself — 
leisurely   or  hastily,   as   vou    wish. 

Because    vou    can    be    sure    ot    a 
wide  selection  ol  reallv  good  food. 

Self  Service  Operated  bv  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


QHILiM 

HARDWARE 
COMPANY 

1219  Wilmette  Avenue 


Wl  L  M  ETTE 

I060 


THE  LARGEST 
HARDWARE  STORE 

ON  THE 

NORTH  SHORE 


English  Prof:  "Bigamy  means  having 
two  wives  at  once.  Now  when  a  man 
has  only  one  wife  what  is  it  called?" 

Freshman  (unconsciously  wise): 
"Monotony."' 

^ 

"Do  you  sleep  with  your  window  up 
or  down?  " 

"I  don't  sleep  with  my  window  at  all." 
Kitty  Kat. 


Fox:    Where  do  you  do  most  of  your 
dancing? 

Trot:    On  my  girl's  feet. 

Wampus. 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler-Optician 

Guaranteed    Repairing    Service 


1626  Orrington  Ave.  University  0461 

For  30  Tears  a  Jeweler  in  Evanston 


DEEP  PILE 
ALPACA  COATS 

$60 

BEAUTIFUL  RICH  PILE 

FINELY  TAILORED 

A  REAL  VALUE 


Mac  FARLAND'S 

INCORPORATED 

CHURCH  at  SHERMAN 

Authentic   University  Attire 


THIRTY-TWO 


DO  YOU  LIKE  WORLD  AFFAIRS? 


IF  SO 
READ  VANITY   FAIR 


When  someone  says :  "It's  like  taking  Gandhi 
away  from  a  baby,"  do  you  instinctively 
think  of  the  Indian  Salt  revolt?  ...  If  you're 
in  the  intellectual  swim,  you  will.  Do  you 
know  that  Hoover  canceled  bis  vacation 
to  Yellowstone  Park  because  the  lawn 
sprinklers  in  Kansas  were  all  stuffed  up? 
. . .  What's  new  in  Naval  parlance?  . .  .Who's 
scrapping  what?  .  .  .  How  does  the  new 
Tariff  Act  affect  our  imports  of  Brazil  nuts? 
...  of  Zinc  Oxide?  ...  of  our  exports  of 
Debutantes  and  shoe  trunks?  ,  .  .  What 
changes  has  Prohibition  made  in  the  New- 
foundland fishing  industry?  .  .  .  Are  we,  as 
American  citizens,  satisfied  with  a  change 
from  mackerel  to  rye?  .  .  .  Vanity  Fair  digs 
deeply  into  World  Affairs  and  gives  you  the 
low-down  on  them  all. 

Try  to  figure  out  how  much  it  would  cost  you  to  buy  the 
most  talked-of  new  books  ...  to  go  to  the  best  shows, 
cinemas  and  musical  comedies  ...  to  visit  the  London 
tailors  ...  to  see  the  best  new  works  of  art  in  Paris  .  .  . 
to  attend  the  world's  great  sporting  events  ...  to  arrange 
for  demonstrations  of  the  latest  cars  and  planes  ...  to 
learn  the  inner  secrets  of  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge  ...  to  go  to  the  opera:  in  short,  to  know  what's 
what  about  everything  that  is  interesting  and  new  in  this 
modern   and   quick-moving   world. 


EVERY    ISSUE    OF    VANITY    FAIR    CONTAINS.- 


Humor: 

Tlie  most  original  witticisms  of  tlie  younger  humourists  and 

satirists. 
The  Theatre: 

Intimate  glimpses  of  the  really  interesting  personalities  on  the 

stage  and  screen. 

Art: 

Perfect   reproductions  of  the  creations   of  modem   European 

and  American  artists. 
World  Affairs: 

Entertaining   political   sketches   dealing   with  the   foibles   and 

\veaknesses  of  world  leaders. 

Fashions: 

A  department  of  women's  sport  clothes  and  the  trend  in 
fashions,  with  reports  from  the  leading  tailors  of  New  \ork 
and  London. 

Motor  Cars  and  Airplanes: 

Tlie  newest  developements  in  motor  cars  and  airplanes. 
Contract  Bridge: 

Searching   and  expert  articles  on  Backgammon  and  Contract 

Bridge. 

Books: 

A  icws  and  reviews  on  the  latest  books. 
Sports: 

Golf,  fighting,  etc. 
Music  and  Opera: 

The  latest  musical  trend. 


VANITY    FAIR,    GRAYBAR    BUILDING,    NEW    YORK    CITY 

□  Enclosed  find  $1  for  5  issues. 

□  Enclosed  find  $3  for  I  year. 
I  am  a  new  subscriber. 

Name, 

Street 

City. State cc 


III  short,  yon  will  find  the  Last  Word  on  subjects  that  differentiate  the 
successful  and  cultivated  person  from  the  uninformed  nobody. 


SIGN,   TEAR   OFF   AND   MAIL   THIS   COUPON    NOW 
FOR    THIS     SPECIAL    INTRODUCTORY    OFFER    OF 

5  ISSUES  OF  VANITY  FAIR  $1 
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■*Nc  THE  siAd^S^ 


Thv  rhoicfst  Turkish  nn<I  n..ni.',sfiV  *o- 
hrirrns.  saturati-il  icif/i  .•iuiisliiin-.  art'  rarp- 
jully  ronihinrit  in  tJir  f'.tinifl  hlmd  .  .  . 
to  pivo  ytm  a  niiltl  anil  nn-tlotc  smnkr, 
Jraixrant,  jtill-fnn}icil.  \rar  in  and  yi-nr 
out  more  pvoftJr  smokr  (.nntuls  than  any 
othrr  cisorcttc. 


When  cigarettes  are  lighted  in  any  gathering,  it's  easy 
to  divide  the  gronp  into  two  classes:  smokers  and 
puffers.  Those  who  take  short  pulls,  hlow  the  smoke 
out  in  gusts,  smoke  any  brand  that's  offered  —  they 
are  the  puffers.  Those  who've  learned  the  gentle 
art  of  extracting  pleasure  from  good  tobacco  let  the 
fragrant  cloud  ease  out.  as  though  they're  loath 
to  let  <io  of  a  iiood  thin".  Smokers.  And  of  these, 
notice  the  significant  number  who  insist  upon  Camels. 


(jjl  11X0.  R.  .1.  Roviiolds  Tobneco 
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